


H. 0E BALZAC 


PIERRETTE 

AND 

THE ABBfi BIROTTEAU 

{Le Cure de Tours) 


7rantfated by 

CLARA BELL 

ivtth a Preface by 

GEORGE SAINTSBURY 



LONDON AND TORONTO 
J. M. DENT & SONS,, Ltd. 
New York : E. P DUTTON & Co. 


MCMXIII 


Tint Edtttin cf th: iitu' 185G. 
Rf printed 1908, 1913. 





PREFACE 


Les Cehbatatres^ the longest number of the original 
Comedie under a single title, next to Illusions per dues ^ is 
not, like that book, connected by any unity of story. 
Indeed, the general bond of union is pretty weak , and 
though It is quite true that bachelors and old maids are 
the heroes and heroines of all three, it would be rather 
hard to establish any other bond of connection, and it is 
rather unhkely that any one unprompted would fix on 
this as a sufficient ground of partnership. 

Two at least of the component parts, however, are of 
very high excellence. I do not myself think that 
Pierrettey'Vfh.\zh. opens the series, is quite the equal of 
Its companions. Written, as it was, for Countess Anna 
de Hanska, Balzac’s step-daughter of the future, while she 
was still very young, it partakes necessarily of the rather 
elaborate artificiality of all attempts to suit the young 
person, of French attempts in particular, and it may per- 
haps be said of Balzac’s attempts most of all It belongs, 
in a way, to the Arcis senes — the series which also 
includes the fine Tenebreuse Affaire and the unfinished 
Depute A Arcis — but js not very closely connected there- 
with. The picture of the actual Celibataires^ the brother 
and sister Rogron,with which it opens, is in one of Balzac’s 
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best-known styles, and is executed with all his usual 
mastery both of the minute and of the at least partially 
repulsive, showing also that strange knowledge of the 
bourgeois de Pans which, somehow or other, he seems 
to have attained by dint of unknown forgathenngs in 
his ten years of apprenticeship. But when we come to 
Pierrette herself, the story is, I think, rather less satisfy- 
ing Her persecutions and her end, and the devotion of 
the faithful Brigaut and the rest, are pathetic no doubt, 
but tend (I hope it is not heartless to say it) just a very 
little towards senstblerte. The fact is that the thing is 
not quite in Balzac’s line. 

The other and shorter constituent of the book, The 
Jbbe Birotteau, is certainly on a higher level, and has 
attracted the most magnificent eulogies from some of the 
novelist’s admirers I think both Mr. Henry James and 
Mr. Wedmore have singled out this little piece for 
detailed and elaborate praise, and there is no doubt that 
It is a happy example of a kind in which the author 
excelled. The opening, with its evident but not 
obtruded remembrance of the old and well-founded 
superstition — derived from the universal belief in some 
form of Nemesis — that an extraordinary sense of happi- 
ness, good luck, or anything of the kind, is a precursor 
of misfortune, and calls for some instant act of sacrifice 
or humiliation, is very striking , and the working out of 
the vengeance of the goddess by the very ungoddess-like 
though feminine hand of Mademoiselle Gamard has much 
that IS commendable. Nothing m its well exampled 
kind IS better touched off than th^ Listomere cotene, 
from the shrewdness of Monsieur de Bourbonne to the 
selfishness of Madame de Listomere. i do not know that 
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the old maid herself — cat, and far worse than cat as she 
IS — IS at all exaggerated, and the sketch of the coveted 
appartement and its ill-fated jiiobilter is about as good as it 
can be. And the battle between Madame de Listomere 
and the Abbe Troubert, which has served as a model for 
many similar things, has, if it has often been equalled, 
not often been surpassed. 

I cannot, however, help thinking that there is more 
than a little exaggeration in more than one point of the 
story. The Abbe Birotteau is surely a little too much 
of a fool; the Abbe Troubert an lago a little too much 
wanting in verisimilitude , and the central incident of 
the clause about the furniture too manifestly impro- 
bable. Taking the first and the last points together, 
IS It likely that any one not quite an idiot should, 
in the first place, remain so entirely ignorant of the 
value of his property; should, in the second, though. 
Ignorant or not, he attached the greatest possible 
picttum affccttonis to it, contract to resign it for such 
a ridiculous consideration , and should, in the third, 
take the fatal step without so much as remembering 
the condition attached thereto ? If it be answered 
that Birotteau was idiot enough to do such a thing, then 
It must be observed further that one’s sympathy is frozen 
by the fact. Such a man deserved such treatment 
And, again, even if French justice was, and perhaps is, 
as much influenced by secret considerations as Balzac 
loves to represent it, we must agree with that member of 
the Listomere society who pointed out that no tribunal 
could possibly uphold such an obviously iniquitous 
bargain As for T^roubert, the idea of the Jesuitical 
ecclesiastic (thougt Balzac was not personally hostile to 
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bewrayed the perfect silence — so complete that the clatter 
of a diligence was audible, still a league away on the 
high road. 

The two longer rows of houses, divided by an arched 
avenue of lime-trees, arc artless in style, confessing the 
peaceful and circumscribed life of the townsfolk. In 
this part of the town there arc no signs of trade. At 
that time there was hardly a carnage-gate suggesting the 
luxury of the rich — or if there v.’cre, it rarely turned on 
Its hinges — excepting that of Monsieur Martener, a 
doctor who was obliged to keep and use a cab Some 
of the fronts were graced by a long vine stem, others 
with climbing roses growing up to the first floor, and 
scenting the v/indows v.nth their large scattered bunches 
of flowers. One end of this Square almost joins the 
High Street of the lower town ; the other end is shut in 
by a street parallel v/ith the High Street, and the gardens 
beyond run down to one of the two rivers that water the 
valley of Provins. 

At this end, the quietest part of the Place, the young 
v/orkman recognised the house that had been desenbed 
to him — a front of white stone, scored with seams to 
represent joins in the masonry, and windows with light 
iron balconies, decorated with rosettes painted yellow, and 
closed with grey Venetian shutters. Above this front — 
a ground floor and a first floor only — three attic windows 
pierce a slate-roof, and on one of the gables tvnris a 
brand-new weather-cock. This modern w'eather-cock 
represents a sportsman aiming at a hare. The front 
door is reached up three stone steps. On one side of the 
door an end of leaden pipe spouts dirty water into a little 
gutter, reveahng the kitchen j on the other, two wnndows, 
carefully guarded by grey wooden shutters in which 
heart-shaped holes are cut to admit a little light, seemed 
to our youth to be those of the riining-room. In the 
basement secured by the three steps, under each window 
IS an air-opening into the cellars, closed by painted iron 


Pierrette 


S 

street, round a mill, before entering the wider street that 
is the artery of the lower town ; but in spite of his 
agility, his hobnailed shoes, ringing on the paving-cobbles 
of Provins, made a noise easily distinguished from the 
music of the mill, and heard by the individual who 
opened the window. 

This person was a woman. No man ever tears himself 
from the delights of his morning slumbers to listen to a 
minstrel in a round jacket. None but a maid is roused 
by a love song. And this was a maid — and an old maid. 
When she had thrown open her shutters with the action 
of a bat, she looked about her on all sides, and faintly 
heard Bngaut’s steps as he made his escape. Is there on 
earth anything more hideous than the matutinal appari- 
tion of an ugly old maid at hter window ? Of all the 
grotesque spectacles that are the amusement of travellers 
as they go through little towns, is it not the most 
unpleasing? It is too depressing, too repulsive to be 
laughed at. 

This particular old maid, whose ear was so keen, 
appeared bereft of the artifices of all kinds that she used 
to improve herself ; she had no front of false hair, and no 
collar. Her headgear was the frightful little caul of 
black sarsnet which old women draw over their skull, 
'howing beyond her night-cap, which had been pushed 
^ in her sleep. This untidiness gave her head the 
appearance ascnbed by painters to witcbes. The 
nd nape, scarcely concealed, betrayed 
mness, the coarse wrinkles were con- 
less that -did not charm the eye, and 
1 ef by the comparative whiteness 
e throat with twisted tapes. The 
fell open revealed a chest like 
•man careless of her ughness. 
ve been a stick covered with 
, the lady appeared till by 
■readth of her face, which 



Pierrette 


4 

m a little town of h Brie in Champagne, could not fail 
to arouse irresistible memoncs in a natuc of Bnttany, 
so faithfully docs it pamt the manners, the simplicity', 
the scenery of that noble old province. There is in it 
an intangible melancholy, caused by the realities of life, 
which is deeply touching. And is not this power to 
av/aken a whole world of grave, sweet, sad things by a 
familiar and often cheerful strain, characteristic of those 
popular airs which are the superstitions of music, if wc 
accept the word superstition as meaning w'hat remains 
from the rum of nations, the flotsam left by revolutions ? 

As he ended the first terse, the workman, who never 
took his cy’cs oft the curtain in the attic, saw no one 
astir. While he was singing the second, it mosed a 
little. As he sang the words, ^ Take this posy,’ a young 
girl’s face was seen. A fair hand cautiously opened the 
w’indow, and the girl nodded to the w'anderer as he 
ended w’lth the melancholy reflection contained in tie 
two last lines — 

‘ Ahcl. ' fo* hjfpr he jn 
Mu" perjih like th-ie fiewen.’ 

The lad suddenly took from under his jacket, and held 
up to her, a golden-y ellow spray of a flower very common 
in Bnttany', which he had picked no doubt m a field in 
la Bne, w'here it is somewhat rare — the flower of the 
furze. 

‘ Why, is It you, Brigaut ? ’ said the girl in a low 
voice. 

‘Yes, Pierrette, yes I am living in Pans; I am 
w'alking about France j but I might settle down here, 
since you arc here/ 

At this moment the window-festening of the room on 
the first floor, below Pierrette’s, was heard to creak. 
The girl showed the greatest alarnc, and said to Bngaut, 
‘Flyl’ 

The young fellow jumped like a frog to a bend in the 
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street, round a mill, before entering the wider street that 
is the artery of the lower town 5 but in spite of his 
agility, his hobnailed shoes, ringing on the paving-cobbles 
of Provins, made a noise easily distinguished from the 
music of the mill, and heard by the individual who 
opened the window. 

This person was a woman. No man ever tears himself 
from the delights of his morning slumbers to listen to a 
minstrel in a round jacket. None but a maid is roused 
by a love song. And this was a maid — and an old maid. 
When she had thrown open her shutters with the action 
of a bat, she looked about her on all sides, and faintly 
heard Bngaut’s steps as he made his escape. Is there on 
earth anything more hideous than the matutinal appari- 
tion of an ugly old maid at her window ? Of all the 
grotesque spectacles that are the amusement of travellers 
as they go through little towns, is it not the most 
unpleasing? It is too depressing, too repulsive to be 
laughed at. 

This particular old maid, whose ear was so keen, 
appeared bereft of the artifices of all kinds that she used 
to improve herself ; she had no front of false hair, and no 
collar. Her headgear was the frightful little caul of 
black sarsnet which old women draw over their skull, 
showing beyond her night-cap, which had been pushed 
aside m her sleep. This untidiness gave her head the 
sinister appearance ascnbed by painters to witches. The 
temples, ears, and nape, scarcely concealed, betrayed 
their withered leanness, the coarse wrinkles were con- 
spicuous for a redness that did not charm the eye, and 
that was thrown into relief by the comparative whiteness 
of a bedgown tied at the throat with twisted tapes. The 
gaps where this bedgown fell open revealed a chest like 
that of some old peasant woman careless of her ughness. 
The fleshless arm mi^ht have been a stick covered with 
stuff. Seen at the window, the lady appeared tall by 
reason of the strength and breadth of her face, which 
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reminded the spectator of the extravagant size of some 
Swiss countenances. The chief characteristic of the 
features, which presented a singular lack of harmony, was 
a hardness of line, a harshness of colouring, and a lack 
of feeling in the expression which would have filled a 
physiognomist with disgust. These peculiarities, visible 
now, were habitually modified by a sort of business 
smile, and a vulgar stupidity which aped goodnature so 
successfully that the people among whom she lived might 
easily have supposed her to be a kind woman. 

She and her brother shared the ownership of this 
house. The brother was sleeping so soundly in his room 
that the Opera-house orchestra would not have roused 
him , and the power of that orchestra is famous ^ The 
old maid put her head out of the window, and raised her 
eyes to that of the attic — eyes of a cold pale blue, with short 
lashes set in lids that were almost always swollen. She 
tried to see Pierrette , but recognising the futility of the 
attempt, she withdrew into her room with a movement 
not unlike that of a tortoise hiding its head after putting 
It out of Its shell. The shutters weie closed again, and 
the silence of the Square was no more disturbed but by 
peasants coming into the town, or early nsers When 
there is an old maid in the house a watch-dog is not 
needed , not the smallest event occurs without her seeing 
It, commenting on it, and deducing every possible con- 
sequence. Thus this incident was destined to give rise 
to senous inferences, and to be the opening of one of 
those obscure dramas which are played out in the family, 
but which are none the less terrible for being unseen — if 
indeed the name of drama may be applied to this tragedy 
of home-life. 

Pierrette did not get into bed again. To her Brigaut’s . 
arrival was an event of immense importance. During 
the night — the Eden of the wretchfed — she escaped from 
the annoyances and fault-finding she( had to endure all 
day. Like the hero of some German or Russian ballad. 
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to her sleep seemed a happy life, and the day a bad dream. 
This morning, for the first time m three years, she had 
had a happy waking. The memories of infancy had 
sweetly sung their poetry to her soul. She had heard 
the first verse in her dreams , the second had roused her 
with a start j at the third she had doubted — the un- 
fortunate are of the school of Saint Thomas , at the 
fourth verse, standing at her window, barefoot, and in 
her shift, she had recognised Brigaut, the friend of her 
childhood. 

Yes, that was indeed the short square jacket with 
quaint little tails and pockets swinging just over the 
hips, the classical blue-cloth jacket of the Breton ; the 
waistcoat of coarse knit, the linen shirt buttoned with a 
golden heart, the wide-rolled collar, the earrings, heavy 
shoes, trousers of blue drill, mottled in streaks of lighter 
shades , in short, all the humble and durable items of a 
poor Breton’s cosiume. The large white horn buttons of 
the jacket and waistcoat had set Pierrette’s heart beating. 
At the sight of the branch of furze the tears had started 
to her eyes ; then a spasm of terror clutched her heart, 
crushing the flowers of remembrance that had blossomed 
for a moment. It struck her that her cousin might have 
heard her rise and go to the window. She knew the old 
woman, and made the signal of alarm to Brigaut, which 
the poor boy had hastened to obey without understanding 
It. Does not this instinctive obedience betray one of 
those innocent and mastering affections such as are to be 
seen once in an age, on this earth where they bloom, like 
the aloe-trees on Isola Bella, but two or three times in a 
century. Any one seeing Brigaut fly would have 
admired the artless heroism of a most artless love. 

Jacques Brigaut was worthy of Pierrette Lorrain, who 
was now nearly fourteen — two children ' Pierr'ette could 
not help weeping as^he saw him take to his heels with 
the terror inspired by her warning gesture. 

She then sat (fown m a rickety armchair, in front of 



8 


Pierrette 


a looking-glass above a little table. On this she set her 
elbows, and remained pensive for an hour, trying to 
recall the Marais, the hamlet of Pcn-Hocl, the adven- 
turous voyages on a pond in a boat untied from an old 
willow-trce by little Jacques ; then the old faces — her 
grandmother and grandfather, her mother’s look of 
sulFering, and General Bngaut’s hmdsomc head, a 
whole childhood of careless joy I And this again was a 
dream — the lights of happiness against a grey back- 
ground. 

She had fine light-brown hair, all in disorder, under a 
little nightcap tumbled m her sleep, a little cambric cap 
with frills that she herself had made. On each side 
curls fell over her temples, escaping from their grey 
papers. At the back of her head a thick plait hung 
down to her shoulders. The excessive pallor of her 
face showed that she was a victim to a girlish ailment to 
which medical science gives the pretty name of chlorosis, 
which robs the blood of its natural hue, disturbing the 
appetite, and betraying much disorderment of the whole 
system This waxen hue was apparent in all the flesh- 
tints, The whiteness of her neck and shoulders, the 
colourlessness of an etiolated plant, accounted for the 
thinness of her arms crossed in front of her. Pierrette’s 
feet even looked weak and shrunken by disease ; her 
shift, falling only to her calf, showed the relaxed smews, 
blue veins, and bloodless muscles. As the cold air 
chilled her, her lips turned purple. The mournful smile 
that parted her fairly delicate mouth showed teeth of 
ivory whiteness, even and small, pretty transparent teeth, 
in harmony with well-shaped ears and a nose that was 
elegant, if a little sharp , her face, though perfectly 
round, was very sweet. All the life of this charming 
countenance lay in the eyes , the ins, of a bnght snuff- 
brown mottled with black, shonetwith golden lights 
round a deep bnght retina, Pierrette ought to have 
been gay , she was sad. Her vanished gaiety lingered 
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in the vivid modelling of her eyes, in the ingenuous form 
of.her brow, and the moulding of her short chin. The 
long eyelashes lay like brushes on the cheeks worn by 
debility , the whiteness, too lavishly diffused, gave great 
punty to the lines and features of her countenance. The 
ear was a little masterpiece of modelling , it might have 
been of marble. 

Pierrette suffered in many ways. Perhaps you would 
like to have her story ? Here it is. 

Pierrette’s mother was a Demoiselle Auffray of 
Provins, half-sister to Madame Rogron, the mother of 
the present owners of this house. Monsieur Auffray, 
after marrying for the first time at the age of eighteen, 
took a second wife at the age of sixty-nine. The 
child of his first marriage was an only daughter, ugly 
enough, who, when she was sixteen, married an inn- 
keeper of Provins named Rogron. By his second 
marriage old Auffray had another daughter, but she was 
very pretty. Thus the quaint result was an enormous 
difference in age between Monsieur Auffray’s two ' 
daughters The child of his first wife was fifty when 
the second was born. By the time her father gave 
her a sister Madame Rogron had two children of her 
own, both of full age 

The uxorious old man’s younger child was married for 
love, at eighteen, to a Breton officer named Lorrain, a 
captain in the Imperial Guard Love often begets 
ambition. The captain, eager to get his colonelcy, 
exchanged into the line While the Major and his wife, 
comfortable enough with the allowance given them by 
, Monsieur and Madame Auffray, were living handsomely 
in Pans, or running about Germany as the Emperor’s 
wars or truces might guide them, old Auffray, a retired 
grocer at Provins, died suddenly, before he had time to 
make his will. The*good man’s estate was so cleverly 
manipulated by tl^e innkeeper and his wife that the y 
absorbed the larger part of it, leaving to old Auffray’s 
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widow no more than the house m the little Square and 
a few acres of land. This widow, little Madame 
Lorrain’s mother, was but eight-and-thirty when her 
husband died. Like many other widows, she had an 
unwholesome wish to marry again. She sold to her 
stepdaughter, old Madame Rogron, the land and house 
she had inherited under her marriage settlement, to 
marry a young doctor named Neraud, who ran through 
her fortune, and she died of grief in great poverty two 
years afterwards. 

Thus Madame Lorrain’s share of the AulFray property 
had in great part disappeared, being reduced to about 
eight thousand francs 

Major Lorrain died on the field of honour at 
Montercau, leaving his widow, then one-and-twenty, 
burthened with a little girl fourteen months old, and 
with no fortune but the pension she could claim from 
Government, and whatever money might come to her 
from Monsieur and Madame Lorrain, tradespeople at 
Pen-Hocl, a town of la Vendee, in the district known as 
le Marais. These Lorrains, the parents of the deceased 
officer, and Pierrette’s paternal grandfather and grand- 
mother, sold building-timber, slates, tiles, cornices, pipes, 
and the like. Their business was a poor one, either 
from their incapacity or from ill luck, and brought them 
in a bare living. The failure of the great house of 
Colinet at Nantes, brought about by the events of 1814, 
which caused a sudden fall in the price of colonial 
produce, resulted in a loss to them of eighty thousand 
francs they had placed on deposit. Their daughter-in- 
law was therefore warmly received , the Major’s widow 
brought with her a pension of eight hundred francs, an 
enormous sum at Pen-Hoel. When her half-sister and 
brother-in-law Rogron sent her the eight thousand francs 
due to her, after endless formilities, prolonged by 
distance, she placed the money in tl]e Lorrains’ hands, 
taking a mortgage, however, on a little house they 
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owned at Nantes, let for a hundred crowns a year, and 
worth, perhaps, ten thousand francs. 

Yoimg Madame Lorrain died there after her mother’s 
second and luckless -marriage, in 1819, and almost at the 
same time as her mother. This daughter of the old 
man and his young wife was small, fragile, and delicate , 
the damp air of the Marais did not agree with her. Her 
husband’s family, eager to keep her there, persuaded her 
that nowhere else in the world would she find a place 
healthier or pleasanter than the Marais, the scene of 
Charette’s exploits. She was so well taken care of, 
nursed, and coaxed, that her death brought honour to the 
Lorrains. 

Some persons asserted that Brigaut, an old Vendeen, 
one of those men of iron who served under Charette, 
Mercier, the Marquis de Montauran, and the Baron du 
Guenic in the wars against the Republic, counted for 
much in young Madame Lorrain’s submission If this 
were so, it was certainly for the sake of a most loving 
and devoted soul And, indeed, all Pen-Hoel could see 
that Brigaut, respectfully designated as the Major — 
having held that rank in the Royalist army — spent his 
days and his evenmgs m the Lorrains’ sitting-room by 
the side of the Emperor’s Major’s widow. Towards the 
end the cure of Pen-Hoel allowed himself to speak of 
this matter to old Madame Lorrain , he begged her to 
persuade her daughter-in-law to marry Brigaut, promising 
to get him an appointment as justice of the peace to the 
district of Pen-Hoel, by the intervention of the Vicomte 
de Kergarouet. But the poor woman’s death made the 
scheme useless. 

Pierrette remained with her grandparents, who owed 
her four hundred francs a year, naturally spent on her 
maintenance. The old people, now less and less fit for 
business, had an active and pushing nval m trade, 
whom they coulc^only abuse, without doing anything to 
protect themselves. The Major, their friend and adviser. 
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died six months after young Madame Lorrain, perhaps of 
grief, or perhaps of his wounds , he had had seven-and- 
twenty. Their bad neighbour, as a good man of business, 
now aimed at ruining his rivals, so as to extinguish all 
competition. He got the Lorrains to borrow on their 
note of hand, foreseeing that they could never pay, and 
so forced them, in their old age, to become bankrupt. 
Pierrette’s mortgage was second to a mortgage held by 
her grandmother, who clung to her rights to secure a 
morsel of bread for her husband The house at Nantes 
was sold for nine thousand five hundred francs, and the 
costs came to fifteen hundred francs. The remaining 
eight thousand francs came to Madame Lorrain, who 
invested them in a mortgage in order to live at Nantes 
in a sort of almshouse, like that of Samte-Perme in Pans, 
called Saint-Jacques, where the two old people found food 
and lodging at a very moderate rate. 

As It was impossible that they should take with them 
their little destitute grandchild, the old Lorrains be- 
thought them of her uncle and aunt Rogron,to whom they 
wrote. The Rogrons of Provins were dead Thus the 
letter from the Lorrains to the Rogrons would seem to 
be lost. But if there is anything here below which can 
take the place of Providence, is it not the General Post 
Office ^ The genius of the Post, immeasurably superior 
to that of the Public, outdoes in inventiveness the imagi- 
nation of the most brilliant novelist. As soon as the 
Post has charge of a letter, worth, on delivery, from three 
to ten sous, if it fails at once to find him or her to whom 
It should be delivered, it displays a mercenary solicitude 
which has no parallel but in the boldest duns. The 
Post comes, goes, hunts through the eighty-six depart- 
ments. Difficulties incite the genius of its officials, 
who, not unfrequently, are men of letters, and who then 
throw themselves into the pursuit" with the ardour of 
the mathematicians at the National Qbservatory , they 
rummage the kingdom. At the faintest gleam of hope 
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the Pans offices are on the alert again. You often sit 
amazed as you inspect the scrawls that meander over the 
letter, back and front — the glorious evidence of the 
administrative perseverance that animates the Post 
Office. If a man were to undertake what the Post has 
accomplished, he would have spent ten thousand francs 
in travelling, in time and in money, to recover twelve 
sous. The Post certainly has more intelligence than it 
conveys. 

The letter wntten by the Lorrains to Monsieur 
Rogron, who had been dead a year, was transmitted by 
the Post to Monsieur Rogron, his son, a haberdasher m 
the Rue Saint-Denis, Pans This is where the genius of 
the Post Office shines. An heir is always more or less 
puzzled to know whether he has really scraped up the 
whole of his inheritance, whether he has not forgotten 
some debt or some fragments. The Revenue guesses 
everything , it even reads character A letter addressed 
to old Rogron of Provins was bound to pique the curiosity 
of Rogron junior of Pans, or of Mademoiselle Rogron, 
his heirs. So the Revenue earned its sixty centimes. 

The Rogrons, towards whom the Lorrains held out 
beseeching hands though they were in despair at having 
to part from their granddaughter, thus became the arbiters 
of Pierrette Lorrain’s fate. It is indispensable, therefore, 
to give some account of their antecedents and their 
character. 

Old Rogron, the innkeeper at Provins, on whom old 
Auffray had bestowed the child of his first marriage, was 
hot-faced, with a purple-veined nose, and cheeks which 
Bacchus had overlaid with his crimson and bulbous 
blossoms. Though stout, short, and pot-bellied, with 
stumpy legs and heavy hands, he had all the shrewdness 
of the Swiss innkeeper, resembling that race. His face 
remotely suggested a(*vast hail-stncken vineyard. Cer- 
tainly he was not handsome , but his wife was like him. 
Never were a bftter matched couple. Rogron liked 
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good living and to have pretty girls to wait on him 
He was one of the scctof Egoists whose ways are brutal, 
and who give themselves up to their vices and do their 
will in the face of Israel. Greedy, mercenary, and by 
no means refined, obliged to be the purveyor to his own 
fancies, he ate up all he earned till his teeth failed him 
Then avarice remained. In his old age he sold his inn, 
collected, as we have seen, all his father-in-law’s leavings, 
and retired to the little house m the Square, which he 
bought for a piece of bread of old Auffray’s widow, 
Pierrette’s grandmother. 

Rogron and his wife owned about two thousand francs 
a year, derived from the letting of twenty-seven plots of 
land m the neighbourhood of Provin5,and the interest on 
the price of their inn, which they had sold for twenty 
thousand francs. Old AufFray’s house, though in a very 
bad state, was used as it was for a dwelling by the inn- 
keepers, who avoided repairing it as they would have 
shunned the plague, old rats love cracks and ruins. 
The retired publican, taking a fancy for gardening, spent 
his savings in adding to his garden ; he extended it to the 
bank of the river, making a long square shut m by two 
walls, and ending with a stone embankment, below which 
the water-plants, left to run wild, displayed their abundant 
flowers. 

Early in tbeir marned life the Rogron couple bad a 
son and a daughter, with two years between them, 
everything degenerates , their children were hideous. 
Put out to nurse in the country as cheaply as possible, 
these unhappy little ones came home with the wretched 
training of village life, having cned long and often for 
their foster-mother, who went to work m the fields, and 
who left them meanwhile shut up m one of the dark, 
damp, low rooms which form the dwelling of the French 
peasant. By this process the children’s features grew 
thick, and their voices harsh , they were far from flatter- 
ing their mother’s vanity, and she tried to correct them 
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of their bad habits by a seventy which, by comparison 
with their father’s, seemed tenderness itself. They were 
left to play in the yards, stables, and outhouses of the 
inn, or to run about the town , they were sometimes 
whipped , sometimes they were sent to their grandfather 
Auffray, who loved them little. This injustice was one 
of the reasons that encouraged the Rogrons to secure a 
large share of the ‘old rascal’s’ leavings. Meanwhile, 
however, Rogron sent his boy to school, and he paid a 
man, one of his carters, to save the lad from the 
conscription. As soon as his daughter Sylvie was twelve 
years old, he sent her to Pans as an apprentice in a house 
of business. Two years later, his son Jerome-Denis was 
packed off by the same road. When his friends the 
carriers, who were his allies, or the inn customers asked 
him what he meant to do with his children, old Rogron 
explained his plans with a brevity which had this 
advantage over the statements of most fathers, that it was 
frank — 

‘ When they are of an age to understand me, I shall 
just give them a kick you know where, saying, “ Be off 
and make your fortune,” ’ he would reply, as he drank, or 
wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Then 
looking at the inquirer with a knowing wink, ‘ Ha, 
ha I ’ he would add, ‘ they are not greater fools than I am. 
My father gave me three kicks, I shall give them but one. 
He put a louis into nw hand, I will give them ten , so 
they will be better off than I was. — That’s the right 
way. And after I am gone, what is left will be left , 
the notaries will find them fast enough. A pretty joke, 
indeed, if I am to keep myself short for the children’s 
sake f They owe their being to me , I have brought them 
up , I ask nothing of them , they have not paid me back, 
heh, neighbour ? I began life as a carter, and that did 
not hinder me from -rnarrying that old rascal Auffray’s 
daughter.’ 

Sylwe was placed as an apprentice, with a premium of 
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a hundred crowns for her board, with some tradespeople 
in the Rue Saint-Denis, natives of Provms. ‘Two years 
later she was paying her way; though she earned no 
money, her parents had nothing to pay for her food and 
lodging. This, in the Rue Saint-Denis, is called being 
‘at par.’ Two years later Sylvie was earning a hundred 
crowns a year. In the course of that time her mother 
had sent her a hundred francs for pocket-money. Thus, 
at the age of nineteen. Mademoiselle Sylvie Rogron was 
independent. When she was twenty, she was second 
‘young lady’ in the house of JulJiard, raw-silk merchants, 
at the sign of the Ver chtnois (or Silkworm), in the 
Rue Saint-Denis 

The history of the brother was like the sister’s Little 
Jerome-Denis Rogron was placed with one of the largest 
wholesale ' mercers in the Rue Saint-Denis, the maison 
Guepin at the Trots ^enoutlks While Sylvie, at twenty- 
one, was forewoman with a thousand francs a year, 
Jerome-Dcnis, better served by luck, was, at eighteen, 
head shop-clerk, earning twelve hundred, with the 
Guepins, also natives of Provms. The brother and sister 
met every Sunday and holiday, and spent the day in 
cheap amusements. They dined outside Pans, they 
went to Saint-Cloud, Meudon, Belleville, or Vincennes. 

At the end of 1815 they united the money they had 
earned by the sweat of their brow, and bought of Madame 
Guenee the business and goodwill of a famous house, the 
ScEur de famtlle^ one of the best known retail haber- 
dashers The sister kept the cash, the shop, and the 
accounts , the brother was both buyer and head-clerk, as 
Sylvie was for some time her own forewoman. In 1821, 
after live years’ hard work, competition had become so 
lively in the haberdashery business that the brother and 
sister had scarcely been able to pay olF the purchase- 
money and keep up the reputation the house. 

Though Sylvie Rogron was at this time but forty, 
her ugliness, her constant toil, and a peculiarly crabbed 
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expression, arising as much from the shape of her features 
as from her anxieties, made her look like a woman of 
fifty. Jerome-Denis Rogron, at the age of thirty-eight, 
had the most idiotic face that ever bent over a counter 
to a customer. His low forehead, crushed by fatigue, 
was seamed by three and furrows. His scanty grey hair, 
cut very short, suggested the unutterable stupidity of a 
cold-blooded animal ; in the gaze of his blue-grey eyes 
there was neither fire nor mind. His round, flat face 
aroused no sympathy, and did not even bring a smile to 
the lips of those who study the varieties of Pansian 
physiognomy ; it was depressing. And while, like his 
father, he was short and thick, his shape, not having the 
coaise obesity of the innkeeper, showed in every detail 
an absurd flabbiness. His father’s excessive redness gave 
place in him to the flaccid lividness acquired by people 
who live in an less backshops, in the barred coops that 
serve as counting-houses, always folding and unfolding 
skeins of thread, paying or receiving money, harrying 
cleiks, or repeating the same phrases to customers. The 
small intelligence of this brother and sister had been 
completely sunk in mastenng their business, m debit and 
credit, and in the study of the rules and customs of the 
Paris market. Thread, needles, nbbon, pins, buttons, 
tailors’ trimmings, in short, the vast list of articles con- 
stituting Pans haberdashery, had filled up their memory. 
Letters to write and answer, bills and stock-taking, had 
absorbed all their capabilities 

Outside their line of business they knew absolutely 
nothing , they did not even know Pans. To them Pans 
was somethmg spread out round the Rue Saint-Denis 
Their narrow nature found its field m their shop. They 
knew very well how to nag their assistants and shop-girls 
and find them at fault. Their joy consisted in seeing 
all their hands as busy on the counters as mice’s paws, 
handling the goods or folding up the pieces. When 
they heard seven dr eight young voices of lads and girls 

B 
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simpering out the time-honoured phrases v/ith which 
shop-assistants reply to a customer’s remarks, it v as a fine 
day, nice weather. When ethereal blue broueht life to 
Paris, and Parisians out v/alking thought of 'no haber- 
dasher}' but w'hat they v/orc, ‘ Bad weather for business,’ 
the silly master would observe The great secret, which 
made Rogron the object of his apprcnticc-s’ admiration, 
was his art in tying, untying, re-tying, and making up a 
parcel. Rogron could pack a parcel and look out at 
what was going on in the street, or keep an eje on his 
shop to its furthest depths, he had seen everything by 
the time he handed it to the buyer, saying, ' iriadame — 
nothing more this morning r ’ 

But for his sister, this simpleton would have been 
ruined. Sylvie had good sense and the spirit of trade. 
She advised her brother as to his purchases from the 
manufacturers, and relentlessly sent him oft to the other 
end of France to make a sou of profit on some article 


The shrewdness, of which every woman possesses more 
or less, having no duty to do for her heart, she had 
utilised it in speculation. Stock to be paid fori this 
thought was the piston that worked this machine and 
ga\ e it appalling energ}'. Rogron was never more than 
head-assistant , he did not understand his business as a 


whole 5 personal interest, the chief motor of the mind, 
had not carried him forward one step. He often stood 
xiismayed when his sister desired him to sell some article 
at a loss, foreseeing that it v. ould go out of fashion ; and 
afterwards he guilelessly admired her. He did notreason 
well or ill ; he was incapable of reasoning; but he had 
sense enough to submit to his sister, and he did so for a 
reason that had nothing to do with business. ‘She is 
the eldest,’ he would say. Physiologists and moralists 
may possibly find in such a persistently sohtary life, 
reduced to satisfying mere needs, 2 nd deprived of money 
and pleasure in youth, an e,<pl2nation of the animal 
expression of face^ the weak brain, and idiotic manner 
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of this haberdasher. His sister had always hindered his 
marrying, fearing perhaps that she might Jose her influ- 
ence in the house, and seeing a source of expense and 
ruin in a wife certainly younger, and probably less hideous, 
than herself. 

Stupidity may betray itself in two ways — it is talkative 
or It IS mute. Mute stupidity may be endured , but 
Rogron’s was talkative. The tradesman had fallen into 
the habit of scolding his assistants, of expatiating to them 
on the minutis of the haberdashery business and selling 
to ‘ the trade,’ ornamenting his lectures with the flat 
jokes that constitute the bagout^ the gab of the shops. 
(This word bagout^ used formerly to designate the stereo- 
typed repartee, has given way before the soldier’s slang 
word blague or humbug.) Rogron, to whom his little 
domestic audience were bound to listen, Rogron, very 
much pleased with himself, had finally adopted a set of 
phrases of his own. The chatterbox believed himself 
eloquent. The need for explaining to customers the 
thing they want, for finding out their wishes, for making 
them want the thing they do not want, loosens the 
tongue of the counter-jumper. The retail dealer at last 
acquires the faculty of pounng out sentences in which 
words have no meaning, but which answer their purpose. 
Then he can explain to his customers methods of manu- 
facture unknown to them, and this gives him a sort of 
short-lived superiority over the purchaser, but apart from 
the thousand and one explanations necessitated by the 
thousand and one articles he sells, he is, so far as thought 
IS concerned, like a fish on straw' in the sunshine 

Rogron and S) h le — a pair of machines illicitly baptized 
— had neither potentially nor actively the feelings which 
give life to the heart. These two beings w’ere utte-I. 
dr} and tough, hardened by toil, by pnvations, by ire 
remembrance of their SufFenngs during a long and w ear- 
ful apprenticeship. Neither he nor she had pit} for > 
misfortune. They*w'ere not implacable, but irrptr.et'cc.e 
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No p.T^scr-hy can understand the rnotivc-povvcr that 
underlies the cryptogamic lives of certain shopkeepers ; 
as we look at them we wonder, ‘ On what, and v/hy do 
they live ^ What becomes of them ? Where did they 
come from ^ * ^Vc lose ourselves in vacancy as we try to 
account for them To discover the little poetry that 
germinates in these brains and vivifies these existences, 
we must dig into them , but we soon reach the tufa on 
which everything rests The Pans shopkeeper feeds on 
hopes more or less likely to be realised, and without 
which he would ciidcntly perish ; one dreams of building 
or managing a theatre, another struggles for the honours 
of the Maine , this one has a castle in the air three 
leagues from Pans, a so-called park, v/hcrc he plants 
coloured plaster statues and arranges fountains that look 
like an end of thread, and spends immense sums , that 
one longs for promotion to the higher grades of the 
National Guard. Provins, an earthly paradise, excited in 
the two haberdashers the fanaticism which the inhabi- 
tants of every pretty town in France feel for their home 
And to the glory of Champagne, it may be said that 
tins affection is amply justified. Provins, one of the 
most charming spots in France, rivals Frangistan and 
the valley of Cashmere , not only has it all the poetrv of 
Saadi, the Homer of Persia, but it also has pharmaceutical 
treasures for medical science. The crusaders brought 
roses from Jericho to this delightful valley, where, by 
some chance, the flowers developed new qualities without 
losing anything of their colour. And Provins is not 
only the Persia of France, it might be Baden, Aix, 
Bath , It has mincr.il waters. 

This IS the picture seen year after year, which now 
and agiiin appeared in a vision to the haberdashers on 
the muddy pavement of the Rue Saint-Denis. 

After crossing the grey flats thaf lie between la Fcrtc- 
Gauchcr and Provins — a desert, hut^ a fertile one, a 
desert of wheat — you mount a hill. Suddenly, at your 
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feet, you see a town watered by two rivers , at the 
bottom of the slope spreads a green valley broken by 
graceful lines and retreating distances If you come 
from Pans you take Provins lengthways, you see the 
everlasting French highroad running along the foot of 
the hill and close under it, owning its blind man and its 
beggars, who throw m an accompaniment of lamentable 
voices when you pause to gaze at this unexpectedly 
picturesque tract of land If you arnve from Troyes, 
you come in from the plain The castle and the old 
town, with Its rampart, climb die shelves of the hill. 
The new town lies below. 

There are upper and lower Provins ; above, a town 
in the air, with steep streets and fine points of view, 
surrounded by hollow roads like ravines between rows of 
walnut-trees, furrowing the narrow hilltop with deep 
cuttings . a silent town this, clean and solemn, over- 
shadowed by the imposing ruins of the stronghold j 
then^elow, a town of mills, watered by the Voulzie and 
the Durtain, two rivers of Brie, narrow, sluggish, and 
deep ; a town of inns and trade, of retired tradespeople, 
traversed by diligences, chaises, and heavy carts. These 
two towns — or this town — with its historical associa- 
tions, with the melancholy of its ruins, the gaiety of its 
valley, its delightful ravines full of unkempt hedgerows 
and wildflowers, its river terraced with gardens, has so 
sure a hold on the love of its children that they behave 
like the sons of Auvergne, of Savoy, of France. Though 
they leave Provins to seek their fortune, they always come 
back to it The phrase, ‘ To die in one’s burrow,’ made 
for rabbits and faithful souls, might be taken by the 
natives of Provins as their motto. 

And so the two Rogrons thought only of their be- 
loved Provins. As he sold thread, the brother saw the 
old town. While packing cards covered with buttons, 
he was gazing at the valley. He rolled and unrolled 
tape, but he wa? following the gleaming course pf the 
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forgetting to scold the shopmen, she was seeing herself 
receiving the townsfolk of Provms, gazing at herself 
in the tall mirrors of her drawing-room, and wearing 
astounding caps. Both brother and sister were beginning 
to think, that the atmosphere of the Rue Saint- Denis was 
unwholesome, and the smell of the mud in the market 
made them long for the scent of the roses of Provms. 
They suffered alike from home-sickness and monomania, 
both thwarted by the necessity for selling their last 
remnants of thread, reels of silk, and buttons. The 
promised land of the valley of Provms attracted these 
Israelites all the more strongly because they had for a 
long time really suffered, and had crossed with gasping 
breath the sandy deserts of haberdashery. 

The letter from the Lorrams arrived m the middle of 
a meditation on that beautiful future. The haberdashers 
scarcely knew their cousin Pierrette Lorram. The 
settlement of Auffray’s estate, long since, by the old 
innkeeper, had taken place when they were going into 
business, and Rogron never said much about his money 
matters. Having been sent to Pans so young, the 
brother and sister could hardly remember their aunt 
Lorram. It took them an hour of genealogical discussion 
to recall their aunt, the daughter of their grandfather 
Auffray’s second wife, and their mother’s half-sister. 
They then remembered that Madame Lorrain’s mother 
was the Madame Neraud who had died of grief. They 
concluded that their grandfather’s second marriage had 
been a disastrous thing for them, the result being the 
division of Auffray’s estate between two/families. They 
had, indeed, heard sundry recnmmations from their 
father, who was always somewhat of the grudging 
publican. The pair studied the Lorrams’ letter through 
the medium of these reminiscences, which were not in 
Pierrette’s favour. T& take charge of an orphan, a girl, 
a cousin, who m any case would be their heiress m the 
event of their n*either of them marrying, — this was 
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matter for discussion. The question was regarded from 
every point of view. In the first place, they had never 
seen Pierrette. Then it would be very troublesome to 
have a young girl to look after. Would they not be 
binding themselves to provide for her ^ It would be 
impossible to send her away if they did not like her 
Would they not h.avc to find her a husband ? And if, 
after all, Rogron could find ‘a shoe to fit him ’ among 
the heiresses of Provins, would it not be better to keep 
all they had for his children ^ The shoe that would fit 
lier brother, according to Sylvie, was a rich girl, stupid 
and ugly, who would allow her sistcr-in-law to rule her. 
Tile couple decided that they would refuse 

Sylvie undertook to reply. Business was sufficiently 
pressing to retard this letter, which she did not deem 
urgent, and indeed the old maid thought no more about 
It when the forewoman consented to buy the business and 
stock-in-trade of the Scvia de famtlle. 

Sylvie Rogron and her brother had gone to settle in 
Provins four years before the time when Bngaut’s 
appearance brought so much interest into Pierrette’s life. 
But the doings of these two persons in the country 
require a description no less than their life in Pans ; for 
Provins was fated to be as evil an influence for Pierrette 
as her cousins’ commercial antecedents. 

When a small tradesman who has come to Pans from 
the provinces returns to the country from Pans, he in- 
evitably brings with him some notions , presently he loses 
them in the habits of the place where he settles down, 
and where his fancies for innovations gradually sink 
Hence come those slow, small, successive changes which 
are gradually scratched by Pans on the surface of country- 
town life, and which are the essential stamp of the change 
of a retired shopkeeper into a confirmed provincial 
This change is a real distemper.* No small tradesman 
can pass without a shock from perpetual talk to utter 
silence, from the activity of hlS Pans life to the stagna- 
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tion of the country. When the good folks have earned 
a little money, they spend a certain amount on the 
passion they have so long been hatching, and work off 
the last spasms of an energy which cannot be stopped 
short at will. Those who have never cherished any 
definite plan, travel, or throw themselves into the political 
interests of the municipality. Some go out shooting or 
fishing, and worry their farmers and tenants. Some turn 
usurers, like old father Rogron, or speculate, like many 
obscure persons. 

The dream of this brother and sister is known to you , 
they wanted to indulge their magnificent fancy for 
handling the trowel, for building a delightful house. 
This fixed idea had graced the Square of lower Provins 
with the frontage which Brigaut had just been examin- 
ing, the interior arrangements of the house, and its 
luxurious furniture. The builder drove never a nail in 
without consulting the Rogrons, without making them 
sign the plans and estimates, without explaining in 
lengthy detail the structure of the object under discus- 
sion, where it was made, and the various pnces As to 
anything imusual, it had always been introduced by 
Monsieur Tiphaine or Madame Julliard the younger, or 
Monsieur Garceland, the Maire. Such a resemblance 
with some wealthy citizen of Provins always carried the 
day in the builder’s favour. 

‘ Ob, if Monsieur Garceland has got one we will have 
It * ’ said Mademoiselle Sylvie. ‘ It must be right , he 
had good taste.’ 

‘ Sylvie, he suggests we should have ovolos m the 
cornice of the passage ’ 

‘You call that an ovolo ? ’ 

‘ Yes, Mademoiselle.’ 

‘ But why ? What a queer name • I never heard it 
before.’ * 

‘ But you have seen them ? ’ 

‘ Yes.’ 
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‘ Do you know Latin ? ’ 

‘No/ 

‘ Well, It means egg-shaped ; the ovolo is egg-shaped.’ 

‘You are a queer crew, you architects ' ’ cried Rogron. 
‘ That, no doubt, is the reason you charge so much , you 
don’t throw away your egg-shells I ’ 

‘ Shall we paint the passage ? ’ asked the builder. 

‘ Certainly not I ’ cried Sylvie. ‘ Another five hundred 
francs ! ’ 

‘ But the drawing-room and the stairs are so nice, it is 
a pity not to decorate the passage,’ said the builder. 
‘ Little Madame Lesourd had hers painted last year ’ 

‘ And yet her husband, being crown prosecutor, cannot 
stay at Provins ’ 

‘ Oh 1 he will be President of the Courts here some 
day,’ said the builder. 

‘ And what do you think is to become of Monsieur 
Tiphaine then ? ’ 

‘ Monsieur Tiphaine f He has a pretty wife , I am not 
uneasy about him. Monsieur Tiphaine will go to Pans.’ 

‘ Shall we paint the corridor ’ 

‘ Yes , the Lesourds will, at any rate, see that we are 
as good as they are,’ said Rogron. 

The first year of their residence in Provins was wholly 
given up to these discussions, to the pleasure of seeing 
the workmen busy, to the surprises and information of 
all kinds that they got by it, and to the attempts made 
by the brother and sister to scrape acquaintance with 
the most important families in the town. 

The Rogrons had never had any kind of society , they 
had never gone out of their shop , they knew literally 
no one in Pans, and they thirsted for the pleasures of 
visiting. On their return they found first Monsieur 
and Madame Julliard, of the Ver chtnots, with their 
children and grand-children , then the Guepin family, 
or, to be exact, the Guepm clan , the grandson still kept 
the shop of the Trots ^lenoutlles , and finally, Madame 
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Guenee, who had sold them the business of the Soeur de 
famille , her three daughters were married in Provins. 
These three great tribes — the Julhards, the Guepins, and 
the Guenees — spread over the town like couch-grass on a 
lawn. Monsieur Garceland, the Maire, was Monsieur 
Guepm’s son-in-law. The Curcj Monsieur I’Abbe 
Peroux, was own brother to Madame Julliard, who was 
a Peroux. The President of the Court, Monsieur 
Tiphaine, was brother to Madame C. lenee, who signed 
herself ‘ nee Tiphaine ’ 

The queen of the town was Madame Tiphaine 
junior^ the handsome only daughter of Madame Roguin, 
who was the wealthy wife of a notary of Pans , but he was 
never mentioned. Delicate, pretty, and clever, married 
to a provincial husband by the express management of 
her mother, who would not have her with her, and had 
taken her from school only a few days before her 
marriage, Melanie felt herself an exile at Provins, where 
she behaved admirably well. She was already rich, and 
had great expectations. As to Monsieur Tiphaine, his 
old father had advanced his eldest daughter, Madame 
Guenee, so much money on account of her share of the 
property, that an estate worth eight thousand francs a 
year, at about five leagues from Provins, would fall to 
the President Thus the Tiphaines, who had married 
on twenty thousand francs a year, exclusive of the 
President’s salary and residence, expected some day to have 
twenty thousand francs a year more. They were not 
out of luck, people said. 

Madame Tiphaine’s great and only object m life was to 
’ secure her husband’s election as deputy. Once in Pans, 
the deputy would be made judge, and from the Lower 
Court she promised herself he should soon be promoted 
to the High Court of Justice. Hence she humoured 
everybody’s vanity, alid strove to please ; more difficult 
still, she succeeded The young woman of two-and-twenty 
received twice a ^eek, in her handsome house in the old 
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to start a newspaper to which she was the Egena. So 
for two years now Julliard, animated by his romantic 
passion, had managed a paper and run a diligence for 
Provins. The newspaper, entitled La Ruche, The 
Beehive, included literary, archaeological, and medical 
papers concocted in the family. The advertisements of 
the distnct paid the expenses , the subscriptions — about 
two hundred — were all profit. Melancholy verses some- 
times appeared in it, unintelligible to the country people, 
and addressed ‘ To Her • I ' ’ with the three points of 
admiration. Thus the young Julliard couple, singing 
the merits of Madame Tiphame, had allied the clan 
Julliard to that of the Guenees. Thenceforward the 
President’s drawing-room, of course, led the society of the 
town. The very few anstocrats who lived at Provins 
met in a single house in the old town, that of the 
old Comtesse de Breautey. 

During the first six months after their transplanting, 
the Rogrons, by favour of their old-time connection 
with the Julhards, the Guepins, and the Guenees, and 
by emphasising their relationship to Monsieur Aufffay 
the notary — a great grand-nephew of their grandfather’s 
— were received at first by Madame Julliard the elder 
and Madame Galardon , then, not without difficulty, 
they found admission to the beautiful Madame Tiphaine’s 
drawing-room. Everybody wished to know something 
about the Rogrons before inviting them to call. It was 
a little difficult to avoid receiving tradespeople of the 
Rue Saint-Denis, natives of Provins, who had come back 
to spend their money there. Nevertheless, the instinct 
of society is always to bring together persons of similar 
fortune, education, manners, acquaintance, and character. 
Now the Guepins, the Guenees, and the Julhards were 
of a higher grade, and'of older family, than the Rogrons 
— the children of a money-lending innkeeper who could 
not be held blameltss in his private life, nor with regard to 
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the AufFray inheritance AufFray the notary, Madame 
Galardon’s son-in-law, knew all about it ; the estate had 
been wound up in Ins predecessor’s office These older 
merchants, who had retired tw'elvc years since, had found 
themselves on the level of education, breeding, and 
manners of the circle to which Madame Tiphaine 
imparted a certain stamp of elegance, of Pans varnish 
Everything w'as homogeneous , they all understood each 
other, and knew how to conduct themselves, and talk 
so as to be agreeable to the rest They knew each 
other’s characters, and were accustomed to agree 
Having been once received by Monsieur Garceland the 
Maire, the Rogrons flattered themselves tliat they should 
soon be on intimate terms with the be-st society of the 
town. Sylvie learnt to play boston. Rogron, far too 
stupid to play any game, twirled his thumbs and 
swallowed his words wlicn once he Jiad talked about his 
house But the words acted like medicine ; they seemed 
to torture him cruelly , he rose, he looked as if he were 
about to speak , he took fright and sat down again, his 
lips comically convulsed. Sylvie unconsciously displajed 
her nature at games Fractious and complaining when- 
ever she lost, insolently triumphant when she won, 
contentious and fretful, she irritated her adversaries and 
her pa-tners, and was a nuisance to everybody. 

Eaten up with silly and undisguised envy, Rogron and 
his sister tned to play a part in a town w'here a dozen 
families had formed a net of close meshes , all their 
interests, all their vanities made, as it were, a slipper}' 
floor on which new-comers had to tread very cautiously 
to avoid running up against something or getting a fall 
Allowing that the rebuilding of their house might cost 
thirty thousand francs, the brother and sister between 
them v/ould still have ten thousand francs a year They 
fancied themselves very rich, bored their acquaintance to 
death with their talk of future splendour, and so gave 
the measure of their meanness, their cr-ass ignorance, and 
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their idiotic jealousy The evening they were intro- 
duced to Madame Tiphaine the beauty — who had already 
watched them at Madame Garceland’s, at her sister-in- 
law’s, Madame Galardon’s, and at the elder Madame 
Julliard’s — the queen of Provins said in a confidential 
tone to Julliard^ttw/or, who remained alone with her and 
the President a few minutes after every one was gone — 

‘You all seem to be much smitten with these 
Rogrons ? ’ 

‘II’ said the Amadis of Provins , ‘ they bore my 
mother , they overpower my wife , and when Made- 
moiselle Sylvie was sent, thirty years ago, as an appren- 
tice to my father, even then he could not endure her.’ 

‘But I have a very great mind,’ said the pretty lady, 
putting a little foot on the bar of the fender, ‘ to give 
them to understand that my drawing-room is not an inn- 
parlour ’ 

Julhard cast up his eyes to the ceiling as much as to 
say — 

‘Dear Heaven, what wit, what subtlety I ’ 

‘ I wish my company to be select, and if I admit the 
Rogrons It will certainly not be that ’ 

‘They have no heart, no brain, no manners,’ said the 
President ‘ When after having sold thread for twenty 
years, as my sister did, for instance ’ 

‘ My dear, your sister would not be out of place in 
any drawing-room,’ said Madame Tiphaine, in a paren- 
thesis 

‘ If people are so stupid as to remain haberdashers to 
the end,’ the President went on , ‘if they do not cast 
their skin , if they think that “ Comtes de Champagne ” 
means “ accounts for wine,” as the Rogrons did this 
evening, they should stay at home.’ 

‘They are noisome I’ said Julhard ‘You might 
think there was only one house in Provins They want 
to crush us, and, after all, they have hardly enough to 
live on.’ * 
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in kind Madame Tiphaine, therefore, set the example 
of making up the card-parties before the Rogrons 
arrived, so that Sylvie was reduced to wandering from 
table to table, watching others play, while they looked at 
her askance with meaning glances. At old Madame 
Julliard’s, whist was now the game, and Sylvie could not 
play It. The old maid at last understood that she was 
an outlaw, but without understanding the reason. She 
believed herself to be an object of jealousy to everybody. 

Ere long the Rogrons were asked nowhere , but they 
persistently spent their evenings at vanous houses. 
Clever people made game of them, without venom, quite 
mildly, leading them to talk utter nonsense about the 
ffvolos m their house, and about a certain cellaret for 
liqueurs, matchless in Provins. Meanwhile they gave 
themselves the final blow. Of course, they gave a few 
sumptuous dinners, as much in return for the civilities 
they had received as to show off their splendour. The 
guests came solely out of curiosity. The first dinner 
was given to Monsieur and Madame Tiphaine, with 
whom the Rogrons had not once dined , to Messieurs and 
Mesdames Julliard, father and son, mother and daughter- 
in-law , to Monsieur Lesourd, Monsieur the Cure, 
Monsieur and Madame Galardon. It was one of those 
provincial spreads, where the guests sit at table from five 
o’clock till nine. Madame Tiphaine had introduced the 
grand Paris style to Provins, the well-bred guests going 
away as soon as coffee had been served. She had some 
friends that evening at home, and tried to steal away, 
but the Rogrons escorted the couple to the very street , 
and when they returned, bewildered at having failed to 
keep the President and his wife, the other guests ex- 
plained Madame Tiphaine’s good taste, and imitated it 
with a promptitude that was cruel m a country-town. 

‘ They will not see* our drawing-room lighted up I ’ 
cried Sylvie, ‘ and candle-light is like rouge to it.’ 

The Rogrons fiad hoped to give their guests a 
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surprise. No one hitherto had been admitted to see this 
much-talked-of house. And all the frequenters of 
Madame Tiphaine’s drawing-room impatiently awaited 
her verdict as to the marvels of the ‘ Palats Rogron.’ 

‘Well,’ said little Madame Martener, ‘you have seen 
the Louvre ? Tell us all about it.’ 

‘ But all — like the dinner — will not amount to much ’ 

‘ What IS It like ? ’ 

‘ Well, the front door, of which we were, of course, 
required to admire the gilt-iron window frames that you 
all know, opens into a long passage through the house, 
dividing it unequally, since there is but one window to 
the street on the right, and two on the left At the 
garden end this passage has a glass door to steps leading 
down to the lawn, a lawn with a decorative pedestal 
supporting a plaster cast of the Spartacus, painted to 
imitate bronze. Behind the kitchen the architect has 
contnved a little pantry under the staircase, which we 
were not spared seeing. The stair, painted throughout 
like yellow-veined marble, is a hollow spiral, just like the 
stairs that in a cafe lead from the ground floor to the 
entresol. This trumpery structure of walnut wood, 
really dangerously light, and with banisters picked out 
with brass, was displayed to us as one of the seven 
new wonders of the world. The way to the cellars is 
beneath. 

‘ On the other side of the passage, looking on the 
street, is the dining-room, opening by folding doors into 
the drawing-room, of the same size, but looking on to 
the garden ’ 

‘ So there is no hall ^ ’ said Madame AuiFray. 

‘ The hall, no doubt, is the long passage where you 
stand in a draught,’ replied Madame Tiphaine. ‘We 
have had the eminently national, liberal, constitutional, 
and patnotic notion,’ she went on, ‘of making use only 
of wood grown in France * In the dining-room, the 
floor, laid in a neat pattern, is of Walnut wood. The 



Pierrette 


37 

sideboards, table, and chairs are also in walnut. The 
window curtains are of white cotton with red borders, 
looped back with vulgar ropes over enormous pegs with 
elaborate dull-gilt rosettes, the mushroom-like object 
standing out against a reddish paper. These magnifi- 
cent curtains run on rods ending in huge scrolls, and arc 
held up by lions’ claws in stamped brass, one at the top 
of each pleat. 

‘ Over one of the sideboards is a regular cafe clock, 
draped, as it were, with a sort of napkin in bronze gilt, 
an idea that quite enchants the Rogrons. They tried to 
make me admire this device , and I could find nothing 
better to say than that if it could ever be proper to 
hang a napkin round a clock face, it was, no doubt, m a 
dining-room. On this sideboard are two large lamps, 
like those which grace the counters of grand restaurants. 
Over the other is a highly decorative barometer, which 
seems to play an important part in their existence , 
Rogron gazes at it as he might gaze at his bride-elect. 
Between the windows the builder has placed a white 
earthenware stove in a hideously ornate niche. The 
walls blaze with a splendid paper in red and gold, such as 
you will see in these same restaurants, and Rogron chose 
It there no doubt on the spot. 

‘ Dinner was served in a set of white-and-gold china , the 
dessert service is bright blue with green spngs , but they 
opened the china closet to show us that they had another 
service of stoneware for everyday use. The linen is in 
large cupboards facing the sideboards Everything is var- 
nished, shining, new, and harsh in colour. Still, I could 
accept the dining-room ; it has a character of its own 
which, though not pleasing, is fairly representative of that 
of the owners , but there is no enduring the five engrav- 
ings — those black-and-white things against which the 
Minister of the Interior ought really to get a decree , 
they represent Poniatowski leaping into the Elster, 
the Defence of tiTe Barriere de Clichy, Napoleon him- 
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self pointing a gun, and two prints of Mazeppa, all in 
gilt frames of a vulgar , pattern suitable to the pnnts, 
which are enough to make one loathe popularity. Oh * 
how much I prefer Madame Julliard’s pastels represent- 
ing fruits, those capital pastels which were done in the 
time of Louis xv , and which harmonise with the nice 
old dining-room and us dark, rather worm-eaten panels, 
which are at least charactenstic of the countr)’’, and suit 
the hea\y family silver, the antique china, and all our 
habits. The countr}' is provincial , it becomes ndicu- 
lous when it tries to ape Pans. You may perhaps 
retort, '•^Vom ctcs crfivrc^ Monsieur yossef ^' — “ You are to 
the manner born.” But I prefer this old room of my 
fether-m-law Tiphaine’s, with its heavy curtains of green- 
and-white damask, its Louis xv. chimney-piece, its scroll 
pattern pier glass, its old beaded mirrors and time- 
honoured card-tables , my jars of old Sevres, old blue, 
mounted in old gilding , my clock with its impossible 
flowers, my out-of-date chandelier, and my tapestned 
furniture, to all the splendour of their drawing-room.’ 

‘What is it like ^ ’ said Monsieur Martener, delighted 
with the praise of the country so ingeniously brought m 
by the pretty Pansiennc. 

‘The drawing-room is a iine red — as red as Made- 
moiselle Sylvie when she is angry at losing a mtsere' 

‘ Sylvie-red,’ said the President, and the word took its 
place in the v'ocabulary of the distnct. 

‘ The window-curtains — red ^ the furniture — red I the 
chimney-piece — red marble veined with yellow ^ the 
candelabra and clock — red marble veined with yellow, and 
mounted in a heavy vulgar style , Roman lamp-brackets 
supported on Greek foliage > From the top of the clock 
a lion stares down on you, stupidly, as the Rogrons stare, 
a great good-natured lion, the ornamental lion so called, 
which will long continue to dethrone real lions , he 
spends his life clutching a black ball exactly like a 
deputy of the left. Perhaps it is' a Constitutional 
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allcgor). The dial of this clock is an extraordinary 
piece of work. 

‘ The chimney glass is framed with applique ornament^, 
v,hich look poor and cheap, though they arc a novelty 
But the upholsterer’s genius shines most in a panel of red 
stuff of which the radiating folds all centre in a rosette in 
the middle of the chimney-board — a romantic poem 
composed expressly for the Rogrons, who display it wuth 
ecstasy. From the ceiling hangs a chandelier, carefully 
wrapped in a green cotton shroud, and with reason , it 
IS in the \cry worst taste, rau'-toned bronze, with even 
more detestable tendrils of brotvn gold. Under it a 
round tea-table of marble, with more yellow than ever in 
the red, displays a shining metal tray, on which glitter 
cups of painted china — such painting' — arranged round 
a cut-glass sugar-basin, so bold in style that our grand- 
children will open their eyes in amazement at the gilt 
rings round the edge and the diamond pattern on tlic 
sides, like a mcdiaival quilted doublet, and at the tongs 
for taking the sugar, which probably no one will c\cr 
use. 

‘This loom is papered with red flock-paper imitating 
\ civet, divided into panels by a beading of gilt br.ass, 
finished at the corners with enormous palms. A chromo- 
hthoniaph hangs on each panel, framed most elaborately 
in plaster casting of garlands to imitate fine wood-carving. 
The furniture of elm-root, upholstered with satin-cloth, 
classicalh consists of two sofas, two large c'’S) -chairs, si\ 
armchairs, and six light chairs. The console is graced 
bv an alabaster \ase, called a Id Afrduis, under a gla^s 
shade, and h\ the much-t.alkcd-of liqvieur-casc. We 
W'erc told often enough that “there is not such another 
in ProMiis” In eacli w indow bay, hung v ith 'plcndid 
red silk curtains -’nd lace curtains beside-, stands a card- 
table 'I'hc c.arpct is* Aubusson the Rogrons h'’\c not 
f’dcd to get ho'd of the c.^mson ground with incdalhors 
o' flow CIS, the \ f'g're-t t'f all the common pat'e-r' 
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‘The room looks uninhabited ; tlicrc arc no books or 
prints— none of the little things th.it furnish a tableland 
she looked at her own table covered with fashionable 
tnflcSj albums, and the pretty toys that were given her. 
‘There are no flowers, none of the little nothings that 
fade and are renewed. It is all as cold and dry as 
Mademoiselle Sylvie BulFon is right in saying that the 
style is the man, and certainly dr.iwing-rooms have a 
style ( ’ 

Pretty Madame Tiphainc went on with her description 
by epigrams , and from this specimen, it is easy to 
imagine the rooms in v.'hich the brother and sister 
really lived on the first floor, which they also displayed 
to their guests. Still, no one could conceive of the 
foolish expenses into which tiic cunning builder had 
dragged the Rogrons , the mouldings of the doors, the 
elaborate inside shutters, the plaster ornaments on the 
cornices, the fancy painting, the brass-gilt knobs and bells, 
the ingenious smoke-consuming fireplaces, the con- 
trivances for the prevention of damp, the sham inlaid 
wood on the staircase, the elaborate glass and smith’s 
work — in short, all the fancy-work whicli adds to the 
cost of building, and delights the common mind, had been 
lavished without stint. 

No one would go to the Rogrons’ evenings, their 
pretensions were still-born. There were abundant reasons 
for refusing , every day was taken up by Madame 
Garceland, Madame Galardon, the two Julliard ladies, 
Madame Tiphainc, the Sous-prefet, etc. The Rogrons 
thought that giving dinners was all that was needed to 
get into society , they secured some young people who 
laughed at them, and some diners-out, such as are to be 
found in every part of the vv’orld , but serious people 
quite gave them up Sylvie, alarmed at the clear loss of 
forty thousand francs swallowed ujv without any return 
in the house she called her dear house, wanted to 
recover the sum by economy. So she soon ceased to 
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give dinners that cost from thirty to forty francs, without - 
the wine, as they failed to realise her hope of forming a 
circle — a thing as difficult to create in the country as it 
IS in Pans Sylvie dismissed her cook, and hired a 
country girl for the coarser work She herself cooked 
‘ to amuse herself.’ 

Thus, fourteen months after their return home, the 
brother and sister had dnfted into a life of isolation and 
idleness Her banishment from ‘ the world ’ had roused 
in Sylvie’s soul an intense hatred of the Tiphaines, 
Julhards, Auffrays, and Garcelands — in short, of every- 
body in Provins society, which she stigmatised as a clique^ 
with which she was on the most distant terms She 
would gladly have set up a rival circle , but the second- 
rate citizen class was composed entirely of small trades- 
people, never free but on Sundays and holidays , or of 
persons in ill-odour, like Vinet the lawyer and Doctor 
Neraud, or of rank Bonapartists, like General Gouraud, 
and Rogron very rashly made friends with these, though 
the upper set had vainly warned him against them The 
brother and sister were obliged to sit together by the 
fire of their dining-room stove, talking over their business, 
the faces of their customers, and other equally amusing 
matters 

The second wnnter did not come to an end without 
their being almost crushed by its weight of dulness 
They had the greatest difficulty in spending the hours of 
their day. As they went to bed at night, they thought, 
‘One more overi’ They spun out the morning by 
getting up late and dressing slowly. Rogron shaved 
himself every morning , he examined his face and 
described to his sister the changes he fancied he noted in 
It , he squabbled with the maid over the temperature of 
the hot water , he wandered into the garden to see if the 
flowers were sprouting , he ventured down to the nver- 
Dank, where he hSd built a summer-house ; he examined 
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Lorrains in a half-business-hke, half-afFectionate tone, 
attributing the delay in her answer to the winding up of 
their affairs, to their move back to Provms, and settling 
there. She affected to be anxious to have her little 
cousin with her, allowing it to be understood that if 
Monsieur Rogron should not marry, Pierrette would 
some day inherit twelve thousand francs a year. It 
would be needful to have been, like Nebuchadnezzar, to 
some extent a wild beast, shut up in a cage in a beast- 
garden with nothing to prey on but butcher’s meat 
brought m by the keeper, or else a retired tradesman 
with no shop-clerks to nag, to imagine the impatience 
with which the brother and sister awaited their cousin 
Lorrain. Three days after the despatch of the letter 
they were already wondering when the child would 
arnve. 

Sylvie discerned in her so-called generosity to her 
penniless cousin a means of changing the views of 
Provms society with regard to herself. She called on 
Madame Tiphaine, who had stricken them with her dis- 
approval, and who aimed at creating an upper class at 
Provms, like that at Geneva, and blew the trumpet to 
announce the advent of her cousin Pierrette, the child of 
Colonel Lorrain, pitying her woes, and congratulating 
herself as a lucky woman on having a pretty young 
heiress to introduce in society. 

‘ You have been a long time discovenng her,’ remarked 
Madame Tiphaine, who sat enthroned on a sofa by her 
fireside. 

Madame Garceland, in a few words spoken in an 
undertone dunng a deal, revived the story of the Auffray 
property. The notary related the innkeeper’s iniquities. 

‘ Where is the poor little thing ? ’ asked the President 
pohtely. ^ 

‘In Brittany,’ said Rogron. 

‘ But Bnttany is a wide word I ’ remarked Monsieur 
Lesourd, the public prosecutor. 



Pierrette 


47 

‘Her grandfather and grandmother wrote to us. — When 
was It, my dear ? ’ asked Rogron. 

Sylvie, absorbed in asking Madame Garceland where 
she had bought the stuff for her dress, did not foresee the 
effect of her answer, and said, ‘Before we sold our 
business.’ 

‘ And you answered three days ago. Mademoiselle 
Sylvie 1 ’ exclaimed the notary. 

Sylvie turned as red as the hottest coals in the fire. 

‘We wrote to the Institution of Saint-Jacques,’ replied 
Rogron. 

‘ There is a sort of asylum there for old people,’ said a 
lawyer, who had been supernumerary judge at Nantes. 
‘ But she cannot be there, for they only take in persons 
who are past sixty.’ 

‘She IS there with her grandmother Lorrain,’ said 
Rogron. 

‘ She had a little money, the eight thousand francs left 
her by your father — no, I mean your grandfather,’ said 
the notary, blundering intentionally. 

‘ Indeed I ’ said Rogron, looking stupid, and not under- 
standing this sarcasm. 

‘Then you knew nothing of your first cousin’s 
fortune or position ? ’ asked the President. 

‘ If Monsieur Rogron had known it, he would not have 
left her in a place which is no more than a respectable 
workhouse,’ said the judge severely. ‘I remember now 
that a house belonging to Monsieur and Madame 
Lorrain was sold at Nantes under an execution , and 
Mademoiselle Lorrain lost her claims, for I was the 
commissioner in charge ’ 

The notary spoke of Colonel Lorrain, who, if he were 
alive, would indeed be astonished to think of his child 
being in an institution like that of Saint-Jacques. The 
Rogrons presently withdrew, thinking the world very spite- 
ful. Sylvie perceived that her news had had no success , 
she had ruined hereelf in everybody’s opinion , henceforth 
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she had no hope of making her way in the higher society 
of Provins. 

From that day the Rogrons no longer dissembled their 
hatred of the great citizen-families of Provins, and of all 
their adherents The brother now repeated all the 
Liberal fables which Lawyer Vi net and Colonel Gouraud 
had crammed him with about the Tiphaines, the Gucnecs, 
the Garcelands, the Guepins, and the JuUiards 

‘ I tell you what, Sylvie, I don’t see why Madame 
Tiphaine should turn a cold shoulder on the Rue Saint- 
Denis : the best of her beauty was made there Madame 
Roguin, her mother, is a cousin of the Guillaumes of 
the Cat and Rackety who gave over their business to their 
son-in-law Joseph Lebas Her father is that notary, that 
Roguin, who failed in 1819, and ruined the Birotteaus. 
So Madame Tiphaine’s money is stolen wealth; for 
what IS a notary’s wife who takes her own settlement out 
of the fire and allows her husband to become a fraudu- 
lent bankrupt ^ A pretty thing indeed I Ah * I 
understand I She got her daughter married to live here 
at Provins through her connection with the banker du 
Tillet. And these people are proud I — Well ' How- 
ever, that is what the world is * ’ 

On the day when Denis Rogron and his sister Sylvie 
thus broke out in abuse of the clique, they had, without 
knowing it, become persons of importance, and were on 
the high road to having some society, their drawing- 
room was on the point of becoming a centre of interests 
which onl) needed a stage. The retired haberdasher 
assumed histoncal and political dignity, for, still without 
knowing it, he gave strength and unity to the hitherto 
unstable elements of the Liberal party at Provins And 
this was the w'ay of it The early career of the Rogron-^ 
nad been anxiously observed by Colonel Gouraud and 
the advocate Vinct, who had been thrown together by 
their isolation and their agreement of ideas 1 hese two 
men professed equal patriotism, and fol the same reasons 
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— they wanted to acquire importance. But though 
they were anxious to be leaders, they Jacked followers. 
The Liberals of Provins comprised an old soldier who 
sold lemonade , an innkeeper , Monsieur Cournant, a 
notary, Monsieur AufFray’s rival , Monsieur Neraud, a 
physician, Doctor Martener’s rival , and some independent 
persons, farmers scattered about the neighbourhood, and 
• holders of national stock. The Colonel and the lawyer, 
glad to attract an idiot whose money might help them 
in their manoeuvres, who would support their subscrip- 
tions, who, m some cases, would take the bull by the 
horns, and whose house would be useful as a town-hall 
for the party, took advantage of the Rogrons’ hostility 
towards the aristocrats of the place. The Colonel, the 
lawyer, and Rogron had a slight bond in their joint 
subscnption to the Comtitutionnel ^ it would not be 
difficult for the Colonel to make a Liberal of the ex- 
haberdasher, though Rogron knew so little of political 
history that he had not heard of the exploits of Sergeant 
Mercier , he thought he was a friend and brother. 

The impending arnval of Pierrette hastened the 
hatching of certain covetous dreams to which the 
ignorance and folly of the old bachelor and old maid 
had given rise. The Colonel, seeing that Sylvie had 
lost all chance of getting her foot into the circle of the 
Tiphaines, had an idea Old soldiers have seen so 
many horrors in so many lands, so many naked corpses 
grimacing hideously on so many battle-fields, that an 
ugly face has no terrors for them, so the Colonel took 
steady aim at the old maid’s fortune. This officer, a 
short, fat man, wore rings in his ears, which were already 
graced by bushy tufts of hair. His floating grey whiskers 
were such as in 1799 had been called ‘ fins ’ His large, 
good-natured, red face was somewhat frost-bitten, as 
were those of all whS escaped at the Beresina His 
huge, prominent stomach had the flattened angle below 
characteristic of an old cavalry officer , Gouraud had 
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Chargeboeufs refused to assist him. These Royalists, 
were strictly moral, and disapproved of a compulsory 
marriage, besides, their would-be relation’s name was 
Vmet , how could they favour any one so common ? 
So the lawyer was handed on from one branch to another 
when he tried to utilise his wife’s interest with her 
relations. Madame Vinet found no assistance but from 
’ one of the family, a widowed Madame Chargeboeuf, 
with a daughter, quite poor, who lived at Troyes And 
a day came when Vmet remembered the kind reception 
his wife met with from this lady 

Rejected by the whole world, full of hatred of his 
wife’s family, of the Government which refused him an 
appointment, and of the society of Provins, which would 
have nothing to say to him, Vmet accepted his poverty. 
His venom fermented and gave him energy to endure 
He became a Liberal on perceiving that his fortune was 
bound up with the triumph of the Opposition, and 
vegetated m a wretched little house m the upper town, 
which his wife seldom quitted. This girl, born to a 
better fate, lived absolutely alone in her home with her 
one child. There are cases of poverty nobly met and 
cheerfully endured , but Vmet, eaten up by ambition, 
and feeling that he had wronged a young creature, 
cherished a dark indignation , his conscience expanded 
to admit every means to success. His face, still young, 
changed for the worse. People were sometimes terrified 
m Court at the sight of his flat viperine head, with its 
wide mouth, and eyes that glittered through his spectacles , 
at hearing his sharp, shrill, rasping voice, that wrung their 
nerves His muddy complexion, patchy with sickly 
hues of yellow and green, revealed his suppressed 
ambitions, his perpetual mortifications and hidden penury. 
He could argue and har^gue , he had no lack of point 
and imagery , he was learned and crafty. Accustomed 
to indulge his imagination for the sake of rising by hook 
or by crook, he mi^ht have made a politician. A man 
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commanded the second regiment of Hussars. His grey 
moustache covered a huge mouth — a perfect trap — 
the only word to describe that abyss, he did not cat, 
he devoured I A sword-cut had shortened his nose. 
His speech was in consequence thick and deeply nasal, 
like that ascribed to Capuchin friars His hands, which 
were small, short, and broad, were such as make a woman 
say, ‘ You have the hands of a thorough scamp.' His ' 
legs, below such a huge body, looked frail. Within this 
active but clumsy body lay a cunning spirit, entire ex- 
perience of life and things, hidden under the apparent 
carelessness of a soldier, and utter contempt for the 
conventionalities of society. Colonel Gouraud had the 
pension of the Cross of the Legion of Honour, and two 
thousand four hundred francs a year as half-pay — a 
thousand crowns a year in all for his whole income 
The lawyer, tall and lean, had no talent but his 
political opinions, and no income but the meagre profits 
of his business. At Provins solicitors plead their own 
cases In view of his opinions, the Court listened with 
small favour to Maitre V met , and the most Liberal 
farmers, when entangled in lawsuits, would rely on an 
attorney in favour with the Bench rather than employ 
Vinet. This man was said to have led astray' a rich 
girl living near Coulommiers, and to have compelled her 
parents to let her marry him His wife was one of the 
Chargeboeufs, an old family of nobles in la Brie, who 
took their name from the exploit of a squire m Saint 
Louis’ expedition to Egypt. She had incurred her 
parents’ displeasure, and they, to Vinet’s knowledge, had 
arranged to leave their whole fortune to their eldest son, 
charged, no doubt, with a reversion m favour of his 
sister’s children. Thus this man’s first ambitious scheme 


came to nothing. The lawyer, soon haunted by poverty, 
and ashamed of not having enoug'^ti to enable his wife to 
keep up appearances, had made vain efforts to get his 
foot into a ministenal career , but therrich branch of the 
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Chargebceufs refused to assist him. These Royalists, 
were strictly moral, and disapproved of a compulsory 
marriage, besides, their would-be relation’s name was 
Vinet, how could they favour any one so common? 
So the lawver was handed on from one branch to another 
when he tried to utilise his wife’s interest with her 
relations Madame Vinet found no assistance hut from 
’ one of the family, a widowed Madame Chargeboeuf, 
with a daughter, quite poor, who lived at Troyes. And 
a day came when Vinet remembered the kind reception 
his wife met with from this lady. 

Rejected by the whole world, full of hatred of his 
wife’s family, of the Government which refused him an 
appointment, and of the society of Provins, which would 
have nothing to say to him, Vinet accepted his poverty 
His venom fermented and gave him energy to endure 
He became a Liberal on perceiving that his fortune was 
bound up with the triumph of the Opposition, and 
vegetated in a wretched little house in the upper town, 
which his wife seldom quitted. This girl, born to a 
better fate, lived absolutely alone in her home with her 
one child There are cases of poverty nobly met and 
cheerfully endured , but Vinet, eaten up by ambition, 
and feeling that he had wronged a young creature, 
cherished a dark indignation , his conscience expanded 
to admit every means to success. His face, still young, 
changed for the worse People were sometimes terrified 
in Court at the sight of his flat vipenne head, with its 
wide mouth, and eyes that glittered through his spectacles , 
at hearing his sharp, shrill, rasping voice, that wrung their 
nerves His muddy complexion, patchy with sickly 
hues of yellow and green, revealed his suppressed 
ambitions, his perpetual mortifications and hidden penury. 
He could argue and hai:jngue , he had no lack of point 
and imagery ; he was learned and crafty. Accustomed 
to indulge his imagination for the sake of rising by hook 
or by crook, he might have made a politician. A man 
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who hesitztes at nothing so long as it is legal is a strong 
man, and in this lay Vjnct’s strength. 

This coming athlete of parliamentarj debate — one of 
the men who were to proclaim the supremacy of the 
House of Orleans — had a disastrous influence over 
Pierrette’s fate. At present he wanted to provide him- 
self with a v/eapon by founding a newspaper at Provins 
After having studied the Rogrons from afar, with the ^ 
assistance of the Colonel, he ended by reckoning on the 
brother. And this time he reckoned with bis host j his 
poverty was to come to an end after seven dolorous 
years, during which more than one day had come round 
without bread. On the day when Gouraud announced 
to Vinet, on the Iitde Square, that the Rogrons had broken 
with the citizen anstocracy and official circles of the 
old tovrn, the lawyer nudged him significantly in the 
ribs. 

‘ This wife or that, ugly or handsome, it must be all the 
same to you,’ said he. ‘You should marry A'lademoiselle 
Rogron, and then v,e could get something done 
here ’ 

‘I was thinking of it. But they have sent for the 
daughter of poor Colonel Lorratn — their heiress,’ said 
Gouraud. 

‘You could make them leave you their money b) 
vrill. You would have a very nicely fitted house ’ 

‘ And the child, after all 1 Well, we shall see,’ said 
the Colonel, with a jocose and deeply villainous leer, 
which showed a man of Vinet’s temper how small a thing 
a little girl was in the eyes of this old soldier. 

Since her grandparents had gone into the asylum 
where they were forlornly ending their days, Pierrette, 
young and full of pride, was so dreadfully miserable at 
living there on charity, that she was happy to leam that 
she had some rich connections On heanng that she 
was leaving, Bngaut, the Major’s soi«', the companion of 
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her childhood, who was now a joiner’s apprentice at 
Nantes, came to give her the money needful for her 
journey by coach — sixty francs, all the savings of his odd 
earnings painfully hoarded ; Pierrette accepted it with 
the suWime indifference of true friendship, showing that 
she, in similar circumstances, would have been hurt by 
thanks. Brigaut had gone every Sunday to Saint-Jacques 
’ to play with Pierrette, and to comfort her. The sturdy 
young workman had already gone through his delightful 
apprenticeship to the perfect and devoted care that we 

f ive to the object of our involuntary choice and affection. 

lore than once ere now, Pierrette and he, on a Sunday, 
sitting in a corner of the garden, had sketched their 
childish dreams on the veil of the future , the young 
craftsman, mounted on his plane, travelled round the 
world, making a fortune for Pierrette, who waited for 
him. 

So, in the month of October 1824, when Pierrette 
had almost completed her eleventh year, she was placed 
in the care of the guard of the diligence from Nantes to 
Pans by the two old people and the young apprentice, 
all three dreadfully sad. The guard was requested to 
put her into the coach for Provins, and to take great 
care of her. Poor Brigaut • he ran after the diligence 
like a dog, looking at his dear Pierrette as long as he 
could In spite of the child’s signals, he ran on for a 
league beyond the town, and when he was exhausted, his 
eyes sent a last tearful glance at Pierrette, who cried 
when she could see him no more. Pierrette put her 
head out of the window, and discerned her friend stand- 
ing squarely, and watching the heavy vehicle that left 
him behind. 

The Lorrains and Brigaut had so little knowledge of 
life that the little Breto^me had not a sou left when she 
arrived in Pans The guard, to whom the child prattled 
of rich relations, paid her expenses at an inn in Pans, 
made the ,guard ^ the Troyes coach repay him, and 
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desired him to deliver Pierrette to her family and collect 
the debt, exactly as if she were a parcel by carrier. 

Four days after leaving Nantes, at about nine o’clock 
one Monday evening, a kind, burly old guard of the 
Messagencs Royalcs took Pierrette by the hand, and, 
while the coach was unloading in the High Street such 
passengers and parcels as were to be deposited at Provins, 
he led her, with no luggage but two frocks, two pairs of ' 
stockings, and two shifts, to the house pointed out to 
him by the office clerk as that of Mademoiselle Rogron. 

‘ Good morning. Mademoiselle, and gents all,’ said the 
guard. ‘ I have brought you a cousin of yours, and here 
she be, and a pretty dear too You have forty-seven 
francs to pay. Though your little girl has no weight of 
baggage, please to sign my way-book.’ 

Mademoiselle Sylvie and her brother gave way to their 
delight and astonishment. 

‘Begging your pardon,* said the guard, ‘my coach is 
waiting — sign my sheet and give me forty-seven francs 
and sixty centimes, -and what you please for me and the 
guard from Nantes, for we have taken as much care of 
her as if she were our own. We have paid out for her 
bed and food, her place m the coach here, and other 
little things.’ 

‘Forty-seven francs and twelve sous?’ exclaimed 
Sylvie. 

‘ You ’re never going to beat me down ? ’ cried the 
guard. 

‘ But where is the invoice ?’ said Rogron. 

‘ The invoice f — Here is my way-bill ’ 

‘ You can talk afterwards, pay now > ’ said Sylvie to 
her brother , ‘ you see, you cannot help paying.’ 

Rogron went to fetch forty-seven francs twelve sous 

‘And nothing for us — for my^pal and me?’ said the 
guard , 

Sylvie produced a two-franc piece from the depths of 
her old velvet bag, where her keys lufked m bunches, ^ 
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‘Thank you — keep it,’ said the man. ‘We would 
rather have looked after the little girl for her own sake ’ 
He took up his sheet and went out, saying to the servant 
girl . ‘ A nice place this is * There are crocodiles of that 
sort without going to Egypt for ’em.’ 

‘ Those people are horribly coarse I ’ said Sylvie, who 
had heard his speech. 

'->t4^ame • they took care of the child,’ replied AdHe, 
' ’ wi her hands on her hips 

‘ We are not obliged to live with him,’ said Rogron. 

‘ Where is she to sleep i' ’ asked the maid 
Such was the reception that met Pierrette Lorrain on 
her arnval at her cousins’ house, while they looked at her 
with a bewildered air. She was flung on their hands like 
a parcel, with no transition between the wretched room 
in which she had lived with her grandparents and her 
/ousins’ dining-room, which struck her as palatial. She 
"ood there mute and shy. To any one but these retired 
aberdashers, the little Bretonne would have been ador- 
Dle in her frock of coarse blue serge, a pink cotton 
5ron, her blue stockings, thick shoes, and white ker- 
c\hef, her little red hands were covered by knitted 
mittens of red wool edged with white that the guard had 
bought for her. Her little Brittany cap, which had been 
washed in Pans — it had got tumbled in the course of the 
journey from Nantes — really looked like a glory round 
her bright face. This native cap, made of fine cambnc, 
with a stiff lace border ironed into flat pleats, deserves 
a description, it is so smart and so simple. The 
light, filtered through the muslin and lace, casts a half 
shadow, a twilight softness, on the face , it gives it the 
virginal grace which painters try to find on their palettes, 
and which Leopold Robert has succeeded in lending to 
the Raphael-like face^of the woman holding a child in 
his picture of the Reapers Within this setting of 
broken lights shone an artless rose and white face, beam- 
ing with vigorous health. The heat of the room 
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brought the blood to her head, and it suffused the edge 
of her tiny ears with fire, tinging her lips and the tip of 
a finely cut nose, while by contrast it made her bright 
complexion Ibok whiter than before. 

‘Well, have you nothing to say to us?’ said Sylvie. 

‘ I am your cousin Sylvie, and that is your cousin 
Denis.’ 

‘ Are you hungry ? ’ asked Rogron 

‘ When did you leave Nantes ? ’ asked Sylvie. 

‘ She IS dumb,’ said Rogron 

‘ Poor child, she has very few clothes to her back ' ’ 
observed sturdy Adele, as she untied the bundle wrapped 
in a handkerchief belonging to old Lorrain. 

‘Kiss your cousin,’ said Sylvie. Pierrette kissed 
Rogron. 

‘Yes, kiss your cousin,’ said Rogron. Pierrette 
kissed Sylvie. 

‘ She is scared by the journey, poor little thing , 
perhaps she is sleepy,’ said Adele. 

Pierrette felt a sudden and invincible aversion for 
her two relations, a feehng she had never before known 
Sylvie and the maid went to put the little girl to bed in 
the room on the second floor where Brigaut was to see 
the cotton curtain. There were in this attic a small 
bed with a pole painted blue, from which hung a cotton 
curtain, a chest of drawers of walnut wood, with no 
marble top, a smaller table of the same wood, a looking- 
glass, a common bed-table, and three wretched chairs. 
The walls and sloping roof to the front were covered 
with a cheap blue paper flowered with black. The 
floor was painted and waxed, and struck cold to the feet. 
There was no carpet but a thin bedside rug made of 
selvages. The chimney-shelf, of cheap marble, was 
graced with a mirror, two candlesticks of copper gilt, 
and a vulgar alabaster vase with two pigeons drinking to 
serve as handles, this Sylvie had had in her room m Pans. 

‘ Shall you be comfortable here, child ? ’ asked Sylvie. 
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‘ Oh > It IS beautiful * ’ replied the little girl m her 
silvery treble. 

‘She IS not haid to please,’ muttered the sturdy 
peasant woman to herself. ‘ I had better warm the bed, 
I suppose ^ ’ she asked. 

‘ Yes,’ said Sylvie, ‘ the sheets may be damp ’ 

Adele brought a head kerchief of her own when she 
came up with the warming-pan , and Pierrette, who had 
hitherto slept in sheets of coarse Brittany linen, was 
amazed at the fine, soft cotton sheets. When the little 
girl was settled and in bed, Adele, as she went down- 
stairs, could not help exclaiming, ‘ All her things put 
together are not worth three francs. Mademoiselle > ’ 

Since adopting her system of strict economy, Sylvie 
always made the servant sit m the dining-room, so as to 
have but one lamp and one fire. When Colonel 
Gouraud and Vinet came, AdMe withdrew to her 
kitchen. Pierrette’s arrival kept them talking for the 
rest of the evening. 

‘We must get her some clothes to-morrow,’ said 
Sylvie. ‘ She has hardly a stitch ’ 

‘ She has no shoes but those thick ones she had on, 
and they weigh a pound,’ said Adele. 

‘They wear them so in those parts,’ said Rogron. 

‘ How she looked at the room, which is none so fine 
neither, for a cousin of yours. Mademoiselle • ’ 

‘ So much the better ; hold your tongue. You see she 
is delighted with it ’ 

‘ Lord above us > what 'shifts ' They must rub her 
skin raw. But none of these things are of any use,’ said 
AdHe, turning out the contents of Pierrette’s bundle. 

Till ten o’clock master, mistress, and maid were busy 
deciding of what stuff and at what price the shifts 
should be made, how many pairs of stockings and of 
what quality, and how many under-petticoats would be 
needed, and calculating the cost of Pierrette’s wardrobe. 

‘ You will not get off for less than three hundred 
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almshouse, pretty little Pierrette had been made much 
of, loved, and kindly treated by all. The child, thus 
accustomed to so much affection, no longer found, 
m the home of these longed-for and wealthy relations, 
the look, the tone, the words, the manner which she 
had hitherto met with in every one, even m the guards of 
the diligences. Thus her amazement, already great, was 
complicated by the changed moral atmosphere into which 
she had been plunged. The heart can turn suddenly 
cold and hot as the body can. The poor child longed to 
cry without knowing what for. She was tired, and she 
fell asleep. 

Accustomed to rise very early, like all country-bred 
children, Pierrette awoke next morning two hours before 
the cook. She dressed, trotted about her room over her 
cousin’s head, looked out on the little Square, and was 
going downstairs ; she was astonished at the splendour of 
the staircase j she examined every detail — the rosettes, 
the brass-work, the mouldings, the painting, etc. Then 
she went down j she could not open the garden door, 
so she came up again , went down once more when 
Adele was about, and sprang into the garden. She took 
possession of it, ran to the nver, was amazed by the 
summer-house, went into the summer-house , she had 
enough to see and wonder at m all she saw till her cousin 
Sylvie was up. During breakfast Sylvie said to her — 

‘ So It was you, little bird, who were trotting up and 
downstairs at daybreak, and making such a noise? You 
woke me so completely that I could not get to sleep 
again You must be very quiet, very good, and learn to 
play without making a sound. Your cousin does not 
like noise ’ 

‘ And you must take care about your feet,’ said Rogron. 
‘ You went into the> summer-house with muddy shoes, 
and left your footsteps printed on the floor. Your 
cousin likes every thmg to be clean. A great girl like 
you ought to b€ cleanly. Were you not taught to be 
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dean in Brittany ? To be sure, when 1 went there to 
buy flax it was dreadful to see what savages they were I 
— She has a fine appetite at any rate,’ said Rogron, turn- 
ing to his sister , ‘ you might think she had not seen 
food these three days ’ 

And so, from the very first, Pierrette felt hurt by her 
cousins’ remarks, hurt wuthout knowing why. Her 
frank and upright nature, hitherto left to itself, had 
never been used to reflect, incapable, therefore, of under- 
standing wherein her cousins were wrong, she was 
doomed to tardy enlightenment through suffering. 

After breakfast, the couple, delighted by Pierrette’s 
astonishment, and eager to enjoy it, showed her their 
fine drawing-room, to teach her to respect its splendour 
Unmarried people, as a result of their isolation, and 
prompted by the craving for something to interest them, 
are led to supply the place of natural affections by arti- 
ficial affections — the love of dogs, cats, or canary birds, 
of their sen'ant or their spiritual director. Thus Rogron 
and Sylvie had an immoderate affection for the house 
and furniture that had cost them so much. Sylvie had 
taken to helping Adcle every morning, being of opinion 
that the woman did not know how to wipe furniture, to 
brush it, and make it look like new. This cleaning was 
soon her constant occupation. Thus, far from diminish- 
ing in value, the furniture was improved. Then the 
problem was to use it without wearing it out, without 
staining it, without scratching the wood or chilling the 
polish. This idea ere long became an old maid’s mono- 
mania. Sylvie kept in a closet woollen rags, wax, varnish, 
and brushes , she learnt to use them as skilfully as a 
polisher , she had feather brooms and dusters, and she 
could rub without fear of hurting herself, she was so 
strong • Her clear, blue eye, as c(3d and hard as steel, 
constantly peered under the furniture, and you were 
more likely to find a tender chord in her heart than a 
speck of flue under a chair. 
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After what had passed at Madame Tiphaine’s, Sylvie 
could not possibly shirk the outlay of three hundred 
francs. During the first week Sylvie was wholly 
occupied, and Pierrette constantly amused, by the frocks 
to be ordered and tried on, the shifts and petticoats to be 
cut out and made by needlewomen working by the day. 
Pierrette did not know how to sew. 

‘ She has been nicely brought up I ’ cried Rogron. 
* Do you know nothing, child ? ’ 

Pierrette, who only knew how to love, answered but 
by a pretty childish shrug. 

‘ What did you do all day in Brittany f ’ asked Rogron. 

‘ I played,’ she replied guilelessly. ‘ Everybody played 
With me. Grandmamma and grandpapa — and everybody 
told me stories. Oh I they were very fond of me.’ 

‘ Indeed I ’ replied Rogron, ‘ and so you lived like a lady ’ 

Pierrette did not understand this tradesman’s wit. She 
opened her eyes wide. 

‘She is as stupid as a wooden stool,’ said Sylvie to 
Mademoiselle Borain, the best workwoman in Provins. 

‘ So young (’ said the needlewoman, looking at Pierrette, 
whose delicate little face looked up at her with a knowing 
expression. 

Pierrette liked the workwomen better than her cousins, 
she put on pretty airs for them, watched them sewing, 
said quaint things — the flowers of childhood, such as 
Rogron and Sylvie had already silenced by fear, for they 
liked to impress all dependants with a wholesome alarm. 
The sewing-women were charmed with Pierrette. The 
outfit, however, was not achieved without some terrible 
interjections. 

‘ That child will cost us the eyes in our heads I ’ said 
Sylvie to Rogron 

‘ Hold yourself up phild, do The deuce is in it I the 
clothes are for you, not for me,’ said she to Pierrette, 
when she was being measured or fitted. 

‘ Come, let Mademoiselle Borain do her work , you 
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but that no one came to see Pierrette at home. The 
artless child made no secret of her enjoyment at the 
houses of the Tiphaines, the Marteners, the Galardons, 
the Julhards, the Lesourds, the AufFrays, and the Garce- 
lands, whose kindness contrasted strangely with the 
vexatiousness of her cousins. A mother would have 
been glad of her child’s happiness ; but the Rogrons had 
' taken Pierrette to please themselves, not to please her ; 
their feelings, far from being paternal, were tainted with 
egoism and a sort of commercial interest. 

The beautiful outfit, the fine Sunday clothes, and the 
everyday frocks began Pierrette’s misfortunes. Like all 
children free to amuse themselves and accustomed to 
follow the dictates of fancy, she wore out her shoes, 
boots, and frocks with frightful rapidity, and, above all, 
her frilled drawers. A mother when she scolds her 
child thinks of the child only ; she is only hard when 
driven to extremities, and when the child is in the 
wrong 5 but in this great clothes question, the cousins’ 
money was the first consideration ; that was the real 
point, and not Pierrette. Children have a dog-like 
instinct for discerning injustice in those who rule them ; 
they feel without fail whether they are tolerated or 
loved. Innocent hearts are more alive to shades than to 
contrasts; a child that does not yet understand evil 
knows when you offend the sense of beauty bestowed on 
It by nature. The lessons that Pierrette brought upon 
herself as to the behaviour of a well-bred young lady, as 
to modesty and economy, were the corollary of this main 
idea — ‘ Pierrette is ruining us.’ 

These scoldings, which had a fatal issue for Pierrette, 
led the old couple back into the familiar commercial ruts 
from which their home-life at Provms had led them to 
wander, and m whichi their nature could expand and 
blossom. After being used to domineer, to make 
remarks, to give orders, to scold their clerks sharply, 
Rogron and his si«ter were perishing for lack of victims 
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being questioned, she let fall a few words about her 
terrible cousin Sylvie m the midst of her tears. Pretty 
Madame Tiphame had some stuff to match, and she 
herself put in a new front breadth. Mademoiselle Rogron 
heard of the trick, as she called it, played on her by that 
limb of a little girl. From that day she would never let 
Pierrette visit any of the ladies. 

The new life which Pierrette was to lead at Provins 
was fated to fell into three very distinct phases. The 
first lasted three months, during which she enjoyed a 
kind of happiness, divided between the old people’s cold 
caresses, and the scoldings, which she found scorching. 
The prohibition that kept her from seeing her little 
friends, emphasising the necessity for beginning to learn 
everything that a well-brought-up girl should J^ow, put 
an end to the first phase of Pierrette’s life at Provins, the 
only period when she found existence endurable. 

The domestic changes produced at the Rogrons’ house 
by Pierrette’s residence there were studied by Vinet and 
the Colonel with the cunning of a fox bent on getting 
into a fowl-house, and uneasy at discovenng a new 
creature on the scene. They both paid calls at long 
intervals, so as not to scare Mademoiselle Sylvie , they 
found various excuses for chatting with Rogron, and 
made themselves masters of the situation with an air of 
reserve and dignity that the great Tartufe might have 
admired. The Colonel and the lawyer spent at the Ro- 
grons the evening of the very day when Sylvie had refused, 
in very harsh terms, to let Pierrette go to Madame 
Tiphame’s. On hearing of her refusal, the Colonel and 
the lawyer looked at each other as folks wfio knew their 
Provins. 

‘ She positively tried to make a fool of you ? ’ said the 
laivyer. ‘We warned Rogron long ago of what has 

w happened. There is no good to be got out of those 
.^eople.’ 
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‘What can you expect of the Anti-national Party?’ 
cried the Colonel, curling up his moustache and inter- 
rupting Vinet. ‘If we had tried to get you away 
from them, you might have thought that we had some 
malicious motive for speaking to you so. But why, 
Mademoiselle, if you are fond of a little game, should 
you not play boston in the evenings at home in your 
own house? Is it impossible to find any one in the ' 
place of such idiots as the Julliards ? Vinet and I play 
boston; we will find a fourth Vinet might introduce 
his wife to you , she is very nice, and she is one of the 
Chargeboeufs. You will not be like those apes m the 
upper town , you will not expect a good little housewife, 
who is compelled by her family’s disgraceful conduct to 
do all her own house-work, to dress like a duchess, — ^and 
she has the courage of a lion and the gentleness of a 
lamb.’ 

Sylvie Rogron displayed her long yellow teeth in 
a smile at the Colonel, who endured the horrible 
phenomenon very well, and even assumed a flattering air. 

‘ If there are but four of us, xve cannot play boston 
every evening,’ replied she. 

‘ Why, where else have I to go — an old soldier like 
me who has nothing to do, and lives on his pensions ? 
The lawyer is free every evening. Besides, you will 
have company, I promise you,’ he added, with a mystenous 
air. 

‘You have only to declare yourselves fiankly opposed 
to the Ministenal party in Provins, and hold your own 
against them,’ said Vinet. ‘You would see how popular 
you would be in Provins , you would have a great many 
people on your side. You would make the Tiphaines 
furious by having an Opposition salon. Well, then, let 
us laugh at others, if others laugh ^he “ clique 

do not spare you, I can tell you.’ 

‘ What do they say ? ’ asked Sylvie. 

In country towns there is always more than one safety- 
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valve by which gossip finds a vent from one set into 
another. Vinet had heard all that had been said about 
the Rogrons m the drawing-rooms from which the 
haberdashers had been definitively banished. The super- 
numerary judge Desfondnlles, the archaeologist, was of 
neither party. This man, like some other independent 
members of society, repeated everything he heard, out of 
* provincial habit, and Vinet had had the benefit of his 
chit-chat. The malicious lawyer repeated Madame 
Tiphaine’s pleasantries with added venom. As he 
revealed the practical jokes of which Sylvie and Rogron 
had been the unconscious victims, he stirred the rage and 
aroused the revengeful spirit of these two and souls, 
craving some aliment for their mean passions. 

A few days later Vinet brought his wife, a well-bred 
woman, shy, neither plain nor pretty, very meek, and very 
conscious of her misfortune. Madame Vinet was fair, 
rather worn by the cares of her penurious housekeeping, 
and very simply dressed. No woman could have better 
pleased Sylvie Madame Vinet put up with Sylvie's airs, 
and gave way to her like a woman accustomed to give 
way. On her round forehead, her rose-pink cheeks, in 
her slow, gentle eyes, there were traces of those deep 
reflections, that clear-sighted thoughtfulness, which 
women who are used to suffering bury under perfect 
silence. The influence of the Colonel, displaying for 
Sylvie’s behoof caurtieresque graces that seemed wrung 
from his soldierly roughness, with that of the wily Vinet, 
soon made itself felt by Pierrette. The child, the 
pretty squirrel, shut up in the house, or going out only 
with old Sylvie, was every instant checked by a ‘ Don’t 
touch that, Pierrette I ’ and by incessant sermons on 
holding herself up. Pierrette stooped and held her 
shoulders high ; her cqusin wanted her to be as straight 
as herself, and she was like a soldier presenting arms to 
his Colonel , she would sometimes give her little slaps on 
her back to make her hold herself up. The free and 
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lif^ht-hc.irtcd clitM f>}' the M;<ru< I'-irnf to mci^iirc he; 
iiiovcmcfit'. :uh 1 iitiu.ue .ui 

One cvenmp, v'ltUh mirtcii the of the 

<:ccontJ penod^ iherrette, whom t)tr three uo'rop; hid not 
«;ccn m (he cir.iwmp;-ro »:n dur'mr; the evening, came to 
her rousin<i ami ciirt"-v to the romp'o', hefo'c gomp 
to bed Kyi Me cohllv filtered her rfieek to the pretty 

little thim-, if to [)“ Lnsed and have done with it. ' 
I'hc .ictmn wm^ •■o ( riiclly sipnif.c.int tint tear-; started 
from PicrrcttcV eves. 

‘Hue s'oti prirJ'ed yo.(f>.e|f^ mp little P'crrcttc/ snd 
the .nbomm ibic Vinct. 

‘WJi.it IS the nnttcr with voii?’ n^Ved S*. Ivic <evcrclv. 

‘Nothmr:,’ <itd tJic peHi' rfuld, j’ohip to f-‘ss Rogron, 

‘ Nothing ? ’ rcj'c.itcd Sylvie. ‘ Von c.innot be crying 
for nothin': ' ’ 

‘ WJnt is It, mv little pet ’ ’ smi M-><!imc Vinct. 

‘iMvnch cotoui Syhtc dots not tre.it me so well as 
m\ poor grandinotb.er * ’ 

‘Your prnndmutiier stole vonr money,’ said Sylvie, 
'.iml your cousin will lc;ivc you her’ * 

The Colonel ami Vinct cvchmncd covert glances 

‘I would rather be robbed and lined,* said rierrcttc. 

‘Very well, you shall be sent bich to the phcc you 
came from.' 

‘But what has the dear child done'* asked Madame 
Vinct. 

Vinct fixed his cv'c on hts wife, with that terrible cold, 
fixed stare ih.it belongs to those who rule dcspoticallv 
The poor lonely woman, unceasingly punished for not 
having the one thing required of her — namin',^ fortune 
— took up her cards again. 

‘ What has she done ' ' cned Sv 1 ic, raising her head 
with a jerk so sudden, that the yy’low wullflovscrs in her 
cap w'crc shaken. ‘She docs not know' what to do next 
to annoy us. She opened my witch to examine the 
works, and touched the whc'ci, and brol c the mainspring. 
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Madam listens to nothing. All day long I am telling 
her to take care what she is about, and I might as well 
talk to the lamp ’ 

Pierrette, ashamed of being reprimanded in the 
presence of strangers, went out of the room very 
gently. 

‘ I cannot think how to quell that child’s turbulence,’ 
’ said Rogron. 

‘ Why, she is old enough to go to school,’ said 
Madame Vmet. 

Another look from Vmet silenced his wife, to whom 
he had been careful not to confide his plans and the 
Colonel’s with regard to the bachelor couple. 

‘ That is what comes of taking charge of other people’s 
children,’ cried Gouraud. ‘You might have some of 
your own yet, you or your brother, why do you not 
, both marry f ’ 

Sylvie looked very sweetly at the Colonel , for the 
first time in her life she beheld a man to whom the idea 
that she might marry did not seem absurd. 

‘ Madame Vmet is nght I ’ cried Rogron, ‘ that would 
keep Pierrette quiet. A master would not cost much.’ 

The Colonel’s speech so entirely occupied Sylvie that 
she did not answer her brother. 

‘ If only you would stand the money for the Opposition 
paper we were talking about, you might find a tutor for 
your little cousin in the responsible editor. We could get 
that poor schoolmaster who was victimised by the encroach- 
ments of the priests. My wife is nght, Pierrette is a rough 
diamond that needs polishing,’ said Vmet to Rogron. 

‘ I fancied that you were a Baron,’ said Sylvie to the 
Colonel, after a long pause, while each player seemed 
meditative 

‘Yes But having won the title m 1814, after the 
battle of Nangis, where my regiment did wonders, how 
could I find the money or the assistance needed to get 
It duly registered k The baroily, like the rank of general, 
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which I won in 1815, must wait fora revolution to secure 
them to me.’ 

‘ If you could give a mortgage as your guarantee for 
the money/ said Rogron presently, *^1 could do it,’ 

‘That could be arranged with Cournant,' replied 
Vinet. ‘The newspaper would lead to the Colonel’s 
triumph, and make your drawing-room more powerful 
than those of Tiphaine and Co.' 

‘How IS that ^ ’ asked Sylvie. 

At this moment, while Madame Vinet was dealing, 
and the lawyer explaining all the importance that the 
publication of an independent paper for the district of 
Provins must confer on Rogron, the Colonel, and himself, 
Pierrette was bathed in tears Her heart and brain were 
agreed ; she thought Sylvie far more to blame than 
herself. The little Bretonne instinctively perceived how 
unfailing charity and benevolence should be. She hated 
her fine frocks and all that was done for her. She paid 
too dear for these benefits. She cried with rage at 
having given her cousins a hold over her, and determined 
to behave in such a way as to reduce them to silence, 
poor child I Then she saw how noble Brigaut had been 
to give her his savings. She thought her woes had 
reached a climax, not knowing that at that moment new 
misfortunes were being plotted in the drawing-room. 

A few days later Pierrette had a writing-master. She 
was to learn to read, write, and do sums Pierrettes 
education involved the house of Rogron in fearful 
disaster. There was ink on the tables, on the furniture, 
and on her clothes , writing-books and pens strewn every- 
where, powder on the upholstery, books torn and dogs- 
eared while she was learning her lessons. They already 
spoke to her — and m what a way t — of the necessity for 
earning her living and being a ojrthen on no one. As 
she heard these dreadful warnings, Pierrette felt a burning 
in her throat , she was choking, her heart beat painfully 
fast, She was obliged to swallow do^m her tears, for 
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each one was reckoned with as an ofFence against her 
magnanimous relations Rogron had found the occupa- 
tion that suited him. He scolded Pierrette as he had 
formerly scolded his shopmen , he would fetch her in 
from the midst of her play to compel her to study j he 
heard her repeat her lessons, he was the poor child’s 
fierce tutor. Sylvie, on her part, thought it her duty to 
teach Pierrette the little she knew of womanly accom- 
plishments. 

Neither Rogron nor his sister had any gentleness of 
nature. These narrow souls, finding a re^ pleasure in 
bullying the poor little thing, changed unconsciously 
from mildness to the greatest seventy.. This seventy 
was, they said, the consequence of the child’s obstinacy , 
she had begun too late to learn, and was dull of appre- 
hension Her teachers did not understand the art of 
giving lessons in a form suited to the pupil’s intelligence, 
which is what should distinguish private from public 
education. The fault lay far less with Pierrette than 
with her cousins. It took her an immensely long time 
to learn the beginnings. For the merest trifle she was 
called stupid and silly, foolish and awkward Incessantly 
ill used by hard words, Pierrette never met any but cold 
looks from the two old people She fell into the stolid 
dulness of a sheep , she dared do nothing when she 
found her actions misjudged, misunderstood, misinter- 
preted. In everything she awaited Sylvie’s orders, and 
the expi ession of her cousin’s will, keeping her thoughts to 
herself and shutting herself up in passive obedience. Her 
bright colour began to fade Sometimes slie complained 
of aches and pains. When Sylvie asked her, WJiere ? the 
poor child, who felt generally ailing, replied, ‘All over ’ 

‘ Was ever such a thing heard of as aching all over ? 
If you were ill all over, you would be dead I ’ retorted 
Sylvie. 

‘You may have a pain in your chest,’ said Rogron the 
expositor, ‘or in, your teeth, or your head, or ^our feet, 
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or your stomach, but no one ever had pains everywhere. 
What do you mean by ‘all over’ ? Pam all over is pam 
nowhere. Do you knov/ what )ou are doing? You 
arc talking for talking’s sake.’ 

Pierrette at last never spoke, finding that her artless 
girlish remarks, the flowers of her opening mind, were 
met with commonplace retorts which her good sense 
told her were ridiculous. 

‘ You are always complaining, and ) ou eat like a fasting 
friar ! ’ said Rogron. 

The only person who never distressed this sweet 
Hgile flower was the sturdy serv-ant Adele, Adele 
alv/ays warmed the little girl’s bed, but in secret, since 
one evening when, being discovered m the act of thus 
‘spoiling’ her master’s heiress, she was scolded by Sylvne. 

‘ Children must be hardened , that is the w’ay to give 
them strong constitutions. Have we been any the worse 
for It, my brother and I '* said Sylvie. ‘You will make 
Pierrette a pccky coddle * ’ — ur.e ptcheltnt^ a word of the 
Rogron vocabulary to designate v/eakly and complaining 
persons. 

The little angel’s caressing expressions were regarded 
as mere acting. The roses of affection that budded so 
fresh and lov'ely in this young soul, and longed to open 
to the day, were mercilessly crushed. Pierrette felt the 
hardest blows on the tendcrest spots of her heart. If she 
tned to soften these tv/o savage natures by her pretty 
ways, she was accused of expressing her tenderness out of 
self-interest. ‘Tell me plainly what you w'ant,’ Rogron 
would exclaim roughly, ‘you are certainly not coaxmg 
me for nothing.’ 

Neither the sister nor the brother recognised affection, 
and Pierrette was all affection. 

Colonel Gouraud, anxious to . please Mademoiselle 
Rogron, declared her nght in all that concerned Pierrette. 
Vmet no less supported the old cousins in their abuse 
of Pierrette 5 he asenbed all the reperted misdeeds of 
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this angel to the obstinacy of the Breton character, and 
said that no power, no strength of will, could ever 
conquer it Rogron and his sister were flattered with 
the utmost skill by these two courtiers, who had at last 
succeeded in extracting from Rogron the surety money 
for the newspaper, the Provms Coumer, and from Sylvie 
five thousand francs, as a shareholder. The Colonel and 
Vinet now took the field They disposed of a hundred 
shares at five hundred fi^cs each to the electors who 
held State secunties, and whom the Liberal journals filled 
with alarms, to farmers, and to persons who were called 
independent. They even extended their ramifications 
over the whole department, and beyond it, to some 
adjacent townships Each shareholder subsenbed for the 
paper, of course Then the legal and other advertise- 
ments were divided between the Ruche and the Courrier. 
The first number contained a grandiloquent column in 
praise of Rogron, who was represented as the Laffitte of 
Provms 

As soon as the public mind found a leader, it became 
easy to perceive that the coming elections would be 
hotly contested. Madame Tiphame was in despair. 

‘ Unfortunately,’ said she, as she read an article attack- 
ing her and Monsieur Julhard, ‘ unfortunately, I forgot 
that there is always a rogue not far away from a dupe, 
and that foUy always attracts a clever man of the fox 
species ’ 

As soon as the newspaper was to be seen for twenty 
leagues round, Vmet had a new coat and boots, and a 
decent waistcoat and trousers. He displayed the famous 
white hat affected by Liberals, and showed his collar and 
cuffs. His wife engaged a servant, and appeared dressed 
as became the wife of an influential man ; she wore 
pretty caps. 

Vmet, out of self-interest, was grateful. He and his 
friend Cournant, notary to the Liberal side, and Auffray’s 
opponent, becarae the Rogrons’ advisers, and did them 
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two great services. The leases granted by old 
Rogron their father, in 1815, under unfortunate circum- 
stances, were about to fall in. Horticulture and market- 
gardening had lately developed enormously in the Provins 
district. The pleader and the notary made it their 
business to effect an increase of fourteen hundred francs 
a year on granting the new leases Vinet also won for 
them two lawsuits against two villages, relating to 
plantations of trees, in which the loss of five hundred 
poplars was involved The money for the poplars, with 
the Rogrons’ savings, which for the last three years had 
amounted to six thousand francs deposited at compound 
interest, was skilfully laid out in the purchase of several 
plots of land. Finally, Vmet proposed and earned out 
the eviction of certain peasant proprietors, to whom 
Rogron the elder had lent money, and who had killed 
themselves with cultivating and manuring their land to 
enable them to repay it, but in vain. 

Thus the damage done to the Rogrons’ capital by the 
reconstruction of their house was to a great extent 
remedied. Their estates in the immediate neighbour- 
hood of the town, chosen by their father as innkeepers 
know how to choose, cut up into small holdings of 
which the largest was less than five acres, and let to 
perfectly solvent tenants, themselves owners of some 
plots of land mortgaged to secure the farm rents, brought 
in at Martinmas, in November 1826, five thousand 
francs. The taxes were paid by the tenants, and there 
were no buildings to repair or insure against fire. 

The brother and sister each possessed four thousand 
six hundred francs in the five per cents ; and as their 
seUing value was above par, Vmet exhorted them to 
invest the money m land, promising them — seconded by 
the notary — that they should not lose a farthing of 
interest by the transfer. 

By the end of this second period life ^asso intolerable 
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to Pierrette — the indifference of all about her, the sense- 
less fault-finding and lack of affection in her cousins 
became so virulent, she felt so plainly the cold chill 
of the tomb blowing upon her, that she entertained the 
daring project of going away, on foot, with no money, 
to Brittany to rejoin her grandfather and grandmother. 
Two events prevented this: Old Lorrain died, and 
* Rogron was appointed Pierrette’s guardian by a family 
council held at Provins. If her old grandmother had 
died first, it is probable that Rogron, advised by Vinet, 
would have called upon the grandfather to repay the 
child’s eight thousand francs, and have reduced him to 
beggary 

‘ Why, you may inherit Pierrette’s money,’ said Vinet 
with a hideous smile. ‘You never can tell who will 
live or who will die.’ 

Enlightened by this speech, Rogron left the widow 
Lorrain no peace as Pierrette’s debtor till he had made her 
secure to the little girl the capital of the eight thousand 
francs by a deed of gift, of which he paid the cost. 

Pierrette was strangely affected by this loss. Just 
as the blow fell on her she was to be prepared for her 
first Communion, the other event which by its obliga- 
tions tied her to Provins. This necessary and simple 
ceremony was to bring about great changes for the 
Rogrons. Sylvie learnt that the cure. Monsieur Peroux, 
was instructing the little Julhards, the Lesourds, Garce- 
lands, and others. She made it therefore a point of 
honour to put Pierrette under the guidance of the Abbe 
Peroux’s superior, Monsieur Habert, a man who was said 
to belong to the Jesuit Congregation — very zealous for the 
interests of the Church, much dreaded m Provins, and 
hiding immense ambition under the stnctest seventy of 
pnnciple. This priest’s sister, an unmarned woman of 
about thirty, had a school for girls in the town. The 
brother and sister were much alike , both lean, sallow, 
atrabilious, with^Iack hair. 
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Gouraud and Vinet ascribed to the ambitious priest, on 
his sister’s behalf, the matrimonial scheme imagined by 
the Colonel. 

* Y our sister wants to see you married,’ said the lawyer 
to the ex-haberdasher. 

‘ And to whom ? ’ said Rogron. 

‘To that old sibyl of a schoolmistress,’ cried the 
I Colonel, curling his moustache. 

‘Shehassaid nothing tomeabout it,’ said Rogron blankly. 

A woman so determined as Sylvie was sure to make 
great progress in the ways of salvation. The priest’s 
influence soon grew in the house, supported as it was by 
Sylvie, who managed her brother. The two Liberals, 
very legitimately alarmed, understood that if the priest 
had determined to get Rogron for his sister’s husband — 
a far more suitable match than that of Sylvie and the 
Colonel — he would urge Sylvie to the excessive practice 
of religion, and make Pierrette go into a convent. They 
would thus lose the reward of eighteen months of efforts, 
meanness, and flattery. They took a terrible dumb 
hatred of the pnest and his sister, and yet, if they were 
to keep up with them step for step, they felt the neces- 
sity of remaining on good terms with them. 

Monsieur and Mademoiselle Haber t, who played both 
whist and boston, came every evening. Their assiduity 
excited that of the others. The lawyer and the soldier 
felt that they were pitted a|;ainst adversaries stronger 
than themselves, a preconception which Monsieur 
Habert and his sister fully shared. This situation was 
in Itself a battle. Just as the Colonel gave to Sylvie a 
foretaste of the unhoped-for joys of an offer of marriage 
— for she had brought herself to regard Gouraud as a 
man worthy of her — so Mademoiselle Habert wrapped 
the retired haberdasher in the cotton wool of her atten- 
tions, her speeches, and her looks. Neither party could 
say to Itself the great word of great politicians, ‘ Divide 
the spoil f ’ each ^sisted on the whole prize. 
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Besides, the two wily foxes of the Opposition at 
Provins — an Opposition that was growing in strength— 
were rash enough to believe themselves stronger than 
the Priesthood j they were the first to fire. Vinet, 
whose gratitude was stirred up by the claw-fingers of 
self-interest, went to fetch Mademoiselle de Chargcbceuf 
and her mother. The two women, who had about two 
thousand francs a year, lived very narrowly at Troyes, • 
Mademoiselle Bathildc dc ChargeWuf was one of those 
splendid women who believe in marrying for love, and 
change their minds towards their five-and-twentieth year 
on finding themselves still unwedded. Vinct succeeded 
in persuading Madame de Chargcbceuf to combine her 
two thousand francs with the thousand crowns he was 
making now that the newspaper was started, and to 
come and live with him at Provins, where Bathilde, he 
said, might marry a simpleton named Rogron, and, so 
clever as she was, rival liandsomc Madame Tiphaine. 

The reinforcement of Vinet’s household and ideas by 
the arrival of Madame and Mademoiselle de Chargcbceuf 
gave the utmost cohesion to the Liberal party. This 
coalition brougiit consternation to the aristocracy of 
Provins and the Tiphaine party. Madame de Breautey, 
in dismay at seeing two women of family so misled, 
begged them to come to see her. She bewailed the 
blunders committed by the Royalists, and was furious 
with those of Troyes on learning the poverty of this 
mother and daughter. 

‘ What ' was there no old country gentleman who 
would marry that dear girl, born to rule a chateau ? 
cried she. ‘ They have let her run to seed, and now 
she will throw herself at the head of a Rogron ' ’ 

She hunted the department through, and failed to find 
one gentleman who would marry a girl whose mother 
had but two thousand francs a year. Then the ‘clique 
of the Tiphames and the Sous-prefet also set to work, 
but too late, to discover such a mi\p. Madame de 
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Breautey inveighed loudly against the selfishness that 
was eating up France, the result of materialism and of 
the power conferred on money by the laws , the nobility 
was nothing in these days • Beauty was nothing I 
Rogrons and Vinets were defying the King of France ' 

Bathilde had the indisputable advantage over her rival 
not merely of beauty, but of dress. She was dazzlingly 
fair. At five-and-twenty her fully-developed shoulders 
and splendid modelling were exquisitely full. The 
roundness of her throat, the slenderness of her articula- 
tions, the splendour of her fine fair hair, the charm of 
her smile, the elegant shape of her head, the dignity and 
outline of her face, her fine eyes under a well-moulded 
brow, her calm and well-bred movements, and her still 
girlish figure, all were in harmony. She had a fine hand 
and a narrow foot. Her robust health gave her, perhaps, 
the look of a handsome inn-servant , ‘ but that should 
be no fault in a Rogron’s eyes,’ said pretty Madame 
Tiphame 

The first time Mademoiselle de Chargebceuf was seen 
she was dressed simply enough. Her dress of brown 
merino, edged with green embroidery, was cut low , but 
a kerchief of tulle, neatly drawn down by invisible strings, 
covered her shoulders, back, and bust, a little open at 
the throat, though fastened by a brooch and chain. 
Under this fine network Bathilde’s beauty was even 
more attractive, more suggestive She took off her 
velvet bonnet and her shawl on enttnng, and showed 
pretty ears with gold eardrops. She had a little cross 
and heart on black velvet round her neck, which con- 
trasted with Its whiteness like the black that fantastic 
nature sets round the tail of a white Angora cat. She 
was expert in all the arts of girls on their promotion . 
twisting her fingers to arrange curls that are not out of 
place, displaying her wrists by begging Rogron to button 
her cuff, winch the hapless man, quite dazzled, bluntly 
refused to do, hiding his agitation under assumed in- 
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a servant of her. Vmetj as representing the interests of 
the Chargeboeufs, Mademoiselle Habert, Gouraud, all 
the influential visitors, advised Sylvie by all means to 
dismiss Adcle. Could not Pierrette cook and keep the 
house in order ? When there was too much to be done, 
she need only engage the Colonel’s housekeeper, a very 
accomplished person, and one of the best cooks in 
Provins. Pierrette ought to learn to cook and to polish 
the floors, said the baleful lawyer, to sweep, keep the 
house neat, go to market, and know the price of things. 
The poor little girl, whose unselfishness was as great as 
her generosity, offered it herself, glad to pay thus for the 
hard bread she ate under that roof 

Adcic went. Thus Pierrette lost the only person who 
might perhaps liavc protected her. Strong as she was, 
from that hour she was crushed body and soul. The old 
people had less mercy on her than on a sen'ant : she was 
their property f She was scolded for mere nothings, for 
a little dust left on the corner of a chimney-shelf or a 
glass shade. These objects of luxury that she had so 
much admired became odious to her. In spite of her 
anxiety to do right, her relentless cousin Sylvie always 
found some fault with everything she did. In two years 
Pierrette never heard a word of praise or of affection. 
Her whole happiness consisted in not being scolded. She 
submitted with angelic patience to the dark moods of 
these two unmarried beings, to whom the gentler feelings 
were all unknown, and who made her suffer every day 
from her dependency. This life m which the young girl 
was gripped, as it were, between the two haberdashers as 
in the jaws of a vice, increased her malady. She had 
such violent fits of inexplicable distress, such sudden 
bursts of secret grief, that her physical development was 
irremediably checked. And thus, by slow degrees, 
through terrible though concealed sufferings, Pierrette 
had come to the state m which the fnend of her child- 
hood had seen her as he stood on th? little Square and 
greeted her with his Breton ballad. 
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Before entering on the story of the domestic drama m 
the Rogrons’ house, to which Bngaut’s arrival gave rise, 
It will be necessary, to avoid digressions, to account for 
the lad’s settling at Provins, since he is in some sort a 
silent personage on the stage. 

Brigaut, as he fled, was alarmed not merely by 
» Pierrette’s signal, but also by the change in his little 
friend , hardly could he recognise her, but for the voice, 
eyes, and movements which recalled his lively little play- 
fellow, at once so gay and so loving. When he had got 
far away from the house, his legs quaked under him, his 
spine felt on fire * He had seen the shadow of Pierrette, 
and not Pierrette herself. He made his way up to the 
old town thoughtful and uneasy, till he found a spot 
whence he could see the Place and the house where 
Pierrette hved , he gazed at it sadly, lost in thought as 
infinite as the troubles into which we plunge without 
knowing where they may end. Pierrette was ill , she was 
unhappy , she regretted Brittany ' What ailed her ? 
All these questions passed again and again through 
Bngaut’s mind, and racked his breast, revealing to him 
the extent of his affection for his little adopted sister. 

It IS very rarely that a passion between two children 
of different sexes remains permanent. The charming 
romance of Paul and Virginia no more solves the pro- 
blem of this strange moral fact than does that of Brigaut 
and Pierrette. Modern history offers the single illustrious 
exception of the sublime Marchesa di Pescara and her 
husband, who, destined for each other by their parents 
at the age of fourteen, adored each other, and were 
marned. Their union gave to the sixteenth century 
the spectacle of boundless conjugal affection, never 
clouded. The Marchesa, a widow at four-and-thirty, 
beautiful, witty, universally beloved, refused monarchs, 
and buried herself in a convent, where she never saw, 
never heard, any pne but nuns. 

Such perfect love as this blossomed suddenly in the 
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heart of the poor Breton artisan. Pierrette and he had 
so often been each other’s protectors, he had been so 
happy m giving her the money for her journey, he had 
almost died of running after the diligence, and Pierrette 
had not known it ^ The memory of it had often warmed 
him during the chill hours of his toilsome life these three 
years past. He had improved himself for Pierrette , he 
had learnt his craft for Pierrette , he had come to Pans ' 
for Pierrette, intending to make a fortime for her. After 
being there a fortnight, he could no longer control his 
longing to see her , he had walked from Saturday even- 
ing till Monday morning He had intended to return 
to Pans, but the pathetic appearance of his little friend 
held him fast to Provms A wonderful magnetism — still 
disputed, it is true, in spite of so many instances — acted 
on him without his knowing it , and tears filled his eyes, 
while they also dimmed Pierrette’s sight. If to her he 
was Bnttany and all her happy childhood, to him Pierrette 
was life f At socteen Brigaut had not yet learnt to draw 
or give the section of a moulding , there were many 
things he did not know, but at piecework he had earned 
from four to five francs a day. So he could live at 
Provins ; he would be within reach of Pierrette , he 
would finish learning his business by working under the 
best cabinetmaker in the town, and watch over the little 
girl. 

Brigaut made up his mind at once He flew back to 
Pans, settled his accounts, collected his pass, his luggage, 
and his tools. Three days later he was working for 
Monsieur Frappier, the best carpenter in Provins. 
Energetic workmen, steady, and averse to turbulency 
and taverns, are rare enough to make a master glad to get 
a young fellow hke Bngaut. To conclude his storj^ on 
that score, by the end of a fortnight he was foreman, 
lodging and boarding with Frappier, who taught him 
anthmetic and linear drawing. The carpenter hved in 
the High Street, about a hundred yarcjs from the little 
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oblong Place, at the end of which stood the Rogrons’ 
house. 

Bngaut buried his love in his heart, and was not 
guilty of the smallest indiscretion. He got Madame 
Frappier to tell him the history of the Rogrons , from 
her he learnt how the old innkeeper had set to work to 
get the money left by old Auffray. Bngaut was fully 
» informed as to the character of the haberdasher and his 
sister. One morning he met Pierrette at market with 
Mademoiselle Sylvie, and shuddered to see her with a 
basket on her arm full of provisions. He went to see 
Pierrette again at church on Sunday, where the girl 
appeared in all her best, there, for the first time, 
Bngaut understood that Pierrette was Mademoiselle 
Lorrain. 

Pierrette saw her friend, but she made him a mysterious 
signal to keep himself out of sight. There was a world 
of meaning in this gesture, as in that by which, a fort- 
night since, she had bidden him vanish What a fortune he 
would have to make in ten years to enable him to marry 
the companion of his childhood, to whom the Rogrons 
would leave a house, a hundred acres of land, and twelve 
thousand francs a year, not to mention their savings • 
The persevering Breton would not tempt fortune till he 
had acquired the knowledge he still lacked. So long as 
It was theory alone, it was all the same whether he learnt 
in Pans or at Provins, and he preferred to remain near 
Pierrette, to whom he also proposed to explain his plans 
and the sort of help she might count on. Fmally, he 
would certainly not leave her till he understood the secret 
of the pallor which had already dimmed the life of 
the feature which generally retains it longest — the eyes , 
till he knew what caused the sufferings that gave her the 
look of a girl bowing before the scythe of Death, and 
about to be cut down. 

Her two pathetic signals, which were not false to their 
friendship, but which enjoined the greatest caution, struck 
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Habert to think that her children would inherit the 
Rogrons’ whole fortune. Sylvie was almost forty-two, 
an age at which marriage has its risks. In confiding 
their ideas to each other to secure mutual approbation, 
Celeste Habert, on a hint from the vindictive Abbe, had 
enlightened Sylvie as to the possibilities of the position. 
The Colonel, a violent man, with the health of a soldier, 
> a burly bachelor of forty-five, would no doubt act on the 
moral of all fairy tales . they lived happy, and had many 
children. This form of happiness alarmed Sylvie , she 
was afraid of dying — a fear which tortures unmarried 
women to the utmost. 

But the Martignac ministry was now established — 
the second victory which upset the Villele administra- 
tion. Vmet’s party held their head high in Provins 
Vinet, now the leading advocate of la Brie, carried all 
before him, to use a colloquialism. V met was a person- 
age , the Liberals prophesied his advancement , he would 
certainly be a deputy or public prosecutor. As to the 
Colonel, he would be Mayor of Provins. Oh I to reign 
as Madame Garceland reigned, to be the Mayoress I 
Sylvie could not resist this hope , she determined to con- 
sult a doctor, though it might covei her with ridicule. 
The two women, one triumphant, and the other sure of 
having her in leading-strings, invented one of those 
stratagems which women advised by a priest are so clever 
m planmng. To consult Monsieur Neraud, the Liberal 
physician. Monsieur Martener’s rival, would be a blunder. 
Celeste Habert proposed to Sylvie to hide her in a dress- 
ing-closet while she. Mademoiselle Habert, consulted 
Monsieur Martener, who attended the school, on her 
own account. Whether he were Celeste’s accomplice or 
no, Martener told his client that there was some, though 
very little, danger for a woman of thirty. ‘ But with 
your constitution,’ he added, ‘you have nothing to fear.’ 

‘ And if a woman is past forty ? ’ asked Mademoiselle 
Celeste Habertt 
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i"'- ,rij'' M'lj :iiM/ i}i3' :i,c cb‘’)cJ:y b::toncd by 

N-utrc tl!>~ jiiu c''-'. and .u'fU'; in vouth ceased to 
cM»t at 1 cc'ii.i a- r, j jrt'Ctil-rl) in v omen whose 
'KJ 1 '. {'ad re then •'edtnf'r*. fo- some jears, 
!’k.c r.ride..if>' -lie Itojru'i. 

* Aiu’ ‘o a'tc' forf. f’l) fc-nectab'c woman ought to' 
n.jrn ' 

‘ ( {r sl'c *?in dd t'.vii,' replied the doctor. ‘But then 
It I' In-ol’, a t , it ’s n partnership "Whit else 
cu '!d It he ' ’ 

In ‘^hort, it w.is pro'.td bv this co rsultation, cicarl}, 
sc cMii’cnliy, serimisH, .‘tid rrtionall), that after the age 
of funy a Mriv'ous m'’idcn s! ould not rush into matri- 
nio u / 

Wiicn Monsieur M'^rteyc Ird left, Mademoiselle 
Celeste Hauert found Macyen'o sel'c Rogron green and 
•, cllo s, her c)c> dilated, — iln f'ct, in a frightful state, 
‘'Rhe 1 vou truly lose thl; Colonel said she. 

‘ I s'dl hoped,’ said the old maid 

then, w'lt,’ snidV M-'derro 'cde Habert, who 
in wu that time would be .it|dnpcd on the Colonel, 
the honeniomlry of this nntarr.agc wc^ also doubtful, 
tions, w’O^ilt-to so'uid her conlUcitncc in the confessional, 
poem called cector expoundcdl the views of the Church, 
iMadcmoiscllcinrnagc only .tI*s a means of propagating 
equally desirous 'cs second m4 rr agC'.and scorns pa>;sions 
)oungcr than the' aim SylviVcc Rogron’s perplexity was 
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great. Thc^c mcnt.il <;irugglc‘; gave «;trangc force to her 
pa^'ion, aiui lent it the unaccomuablc charm which for- 
buiden jo\s have .alwa\‘; had for women since the time of 
E\c. 

Mademoiselle Rogron's disturbed state could not 
escape the lawver’s Ictn c)c. One evening, after cards, 
Vinct went up to )iis dear friend Sjlvit, took her hand, 
' and led her to su dow n with him on one of the sofas. 

‘Something ails )ou,' he said in her car. 

She gloomily bent her head. '1 he plc.adcr let Rogron 
leave the room, sat alone with the old maid, and got her 
to make a clean brcT-t of jt. 

‘ Well plated, Ablie * Hut )ou hate plated my game 
(or me,* he said to liimsclf after hearing of .dl the pritntc 
consultations Svltie had held, of winch the last ttas the 
most alarming. 

This sly legal fox ttas cten more terrible m Ins 
explanations than the doctor had been , he advised the 
marriage, but only ten years hence for greater safety. 
The lawyer vowed that all the Rogron fortunb should be 
Bntlnldc*s. He rubbed Ins hands, . •’ml Ins tert face grew 
sharper as he ran after M 'dame and Mademoiselle de 
Oiargcboeuf, whom he had hft to start homewards ttith 
their servant armed tvith .' lantern. 

'riic innuence exerted In iMonsicur Ilabcrt, the phy- 
sician of the soul, was entirely counteracted by Vinct, 
the physician of the purse. Rogron was by no means 
devout, so the m*’!! of the Church and the m'an of the 
Law, the two black gowns, pulled him oppo'itc w.ays. 
When he heard of tlic victory carried ofl by Made- 
moiselle Habert, who hoped to marry Rogron, over 
Sylvie, hanging between the fear of death and the joy of 
becoming a b ironess, V met perceived the possibility of 
removing the Colonel from the scene of battle. He 
knew Rogron wHl enough to find some means of mak- 
ing him marry the fair Bathiidc. Rogron had not been 
able to resist tjic blandishments of Mademoiselle de 
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Chargcliauf; Vinct knew that the first time Rogron 
should be alone with Hathildc and himself their engage- 
ment would be settled. Rogron had come to the point 
of staring at Mademoiselle Habert, so shy was he of 
looking at Batluldc. 

Vinct had just seen how much Sylvie was in love with 
the Colonel. He understood the depth of such a passion 
in an old maid, no less eaten up by bigotry, and he soon . 
hit on a plan for ruining at one blow both Pierrette and 
the Colonel, getting rid of one by means of the other. 

Next morning, on coming out of Court, he met the 
Colonel and Rogron walking together, their daily habit. 

When these tiirce men were seen together, their con- 
junction always made the town talk. This triumvirate, 
held in horror by the Sous-prefet, the Bench, and the 
Tiphainc partisans, made a triad of which the Liberals of 
Provms were proud. Vinct edited the Ccurrier single- 
handed ; he was the head of the party , the Colonel, the 
responsible manager of the paper, was its armj Rogron, 
with his money, formed the sinews , he was considered 
as the link between the managing committee at Provms 
and the managing committee in Pans To hear the 
Tiphamcs, these three men were always plotting some- 
thing against the Government, while the Liberals 
admired them as defenders of the people. When the 
lawyer saw Rogron returning to the Square, brought 
homewards by the dinner-hour, he took the Colonel’s 
arm and hindered him from accompanying the ex-haber- 
dasher. 

* Look here. Colonel,’ said he, ‘ I am going to take a 
great weight off your shoulders. You can do better 
than marry Sylvie , if you go to work the right way, in 
two years’ time you may marry little Pierrette Lorram, 

And he told him the results of the Jesuit’s manceuv- 

nriff« _ I j j i* 

‘ What a clever stroke— and reaching so far ' said the 
Colonel. 
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‘ Colonel,’ said Vinet gravely, ‘ Pierrette is a charm- 
ing creature , you may be happy for the rest of your 
days. You have such splendid health, that such a match 
would not, for you, have the usual drawbacks of an ill- 
assorted marriage , still, do not imagine that this 
exchange of a terrible life for a pleasant one will be easy 
to effect. To convert your lady-love into your con- 
fidante IS a manoeuvre as dangerous as, in your profession, 
It is to cross a river under the enemy’s fire. Keen as 
you are as a cavalry officer, you must study the position, 
and carry out your tactics with the superior skill which 
has won us our present position. If I should one day be 
public prosecutor, you may command the department. 
Ah I if only you had a vote, we should be further on 
our way. I might have bought the votes of those two 
officials by indemnifying them for the loss of their places, 
and we should have had a majority. I should be sitting 
by Dupin, Casimir Perier, and ’ 

The Colonel had for some time past been thinking of 
Pierrette, but he hid the thought with deep dissimulation , 
his roughness to Pierrette was only on the surface The 
child could not imagine why the man who called himself 
her father’s old comrade treated her so ill, when, if he 
met her alone, he put his hand under her chin and gave 
her a fatherly caress. Ever since Vinet had confided to 
him Mademoiselle Sylvie’s terror of marriage, Gouraud 
had sought opportunities of seeing Pierrette alone, and 
then the rough officer was as mild as a cat ; he would 
tell her how brave her father was, and say what a mis- 
fortune for her his death had been. 

A few days before Brigaut’s arrival, Sylvie had found 
Gouraud and Pierrette together. Jealousy had then 
entered into her soul with monastic vehemence. Jealousy, 
which IS above all passions credulous and suspicious, is 
also that in which fancy has most power , but it does 
not lend wit, it takes it away , and in Sylvie jealousy 
gave birth to v^ry strange ideas. She conceived that 
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thr nuM -lio {nd 'unr Ihr v;>r(k JJnr’c’ to 

1 icfrcitr nuivt be (I '' Co'onct ; njuJFvhic tbouebt she 

iintl Tr^< m tm-rnbe tliK <crrm.*c to the Co!ond, Dccnusc 
tiurm t tf'c 1j t v. ec«; Cjouraud*'. fj)'';jncr 'jctmcd to hnvc 
iiniicrj'one s t.I)'in''c. Ill' ^.obl'cr tlic oolv man 
‘"ho, in til"; ‘■'ibtu'ic m \\liic!i ''he had Incd, had ever 
ttouhlcd hinj'-^lf .'bout her, hence die v, .itched him 
uith all h.rr < \ o, .'11 her understanding ; and by dint of ' 
i!u!ul'’'iny in hoj’'" 'Itcrnatcly fiourhhing and blighted, 
■-he had (;ucn them '■o much scope that they produced 
the ellect on lu.r of n moral mir.igc 'I'o use a fine but 
\ ulgar expression, by dint of looliny she often saw 
nothing. Jiy turns she rcicctcd and struggled sicton- 
ousls against the notion of this chimerical rivalry. She 
instituted comp''rtsons between herself and Pierrette, 
she w.is forts, and her Inir was grey; Pierrette was a 
dclicio’uslv white little girl, with c\cs tender enough to 
bring u.-'rmth to a de.id heart She had heard it said 
that men of fiftv \\<.rc fond of little girls like Pierrette. 

IJcforc the Colonel had soun his v ild oats and 
frequented the Rogrons’ drawing-room, Stlvic had heard 
at the *riphaincs’ parties strange reports of Gouraud and 
his doings Old maids in love have the exaggerated 
Platonic notions v hich girls of twent; arc apt to profess ; 
they have never lost the hard-and-fast ideas which cling 
to all who have no experience of life, nor learnt how 
social forces modify, erode, and coerce such fine and 
lofty notions To Svlvic the idea of being deceived by 
her Colonel v .as a thought that hammered at her brain. 

So from the liour, liiat morning, which every celibate 
spends jn bed between waking and rising, the old maid 
liad thought of nothing but herself and Pierrette, and 
the song which had aroused her by the words, ‘A'liscress 
Bride.’ Like a simpleton, instead of peeping at the 
lover through the Venetian shutters, she had opened her 
window’, without reflecting that Pierrette would hear 
her. If she had but had the common vyit of a spy, she 
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would have seen Bngaut, and the fateful drama then 
begun would not have taken place. 

Pierrette, weak as she was, removed the wooden bars 
which fastened the kitchen shutters, opened the shutters, 
and hooked them back, then she opened the passage door 
leading into the garden. She took the various brooms 
needed for sweeping the carpet, the dining-room floor, 
» the passage, the stairs, in short, for cleaning everything 
with such care and exactitude as no servant, not even a 
Dutch one, would give to her work , she hated the least 
reproof. T o her, happiness consisted in seeing Sylvie’s little 
blue eyes, colourless and cold,with a look — not indeed of 
satisfaction, that they never wore — only calm when she 
had examined everything with the owner’s eye, the in- 
scrutable glance which sees what escapes the keenest 
observer. 

By the time Pierrette returned to the kitchen her skin 
was moist , then she put everything in order, lighted the 
stove so as to have live charcoal, made the fire in her cousins’ 
rooms, and put hot water for their toilet, though she had 
none for hers She laid the table for breakfast and 
lighted the dining-room stove For all these vanous 
tasks she had to go to the cellar to fetch brushwood, 
leaving a cool place to go to a hot one, or a hot place to 
go into the cold and damp. These sudden changes, 
made with the reckless haste of youth, merely to avoid 
a hard word, or to obey some order, aggravated the state 
of her health beyond remedy. Pierrette did not know 
that she was ill Still she felt the beginnings of suffer- 
ings , she had strange longings, and hid them , a passion 
for raw salad, which she devoured in secret. The 
innocent child had no idea that this state meant serious 
disease, and needed the greatest care Before Bngaut’s 
arrival, if Ncraud, who might accuse himself of her 
grandmother’s death, had revealed this mortal peril to 
the little girl, she would have smiled , she found life too 
bitter not to smije at death. But within these last few 
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would have seen Bngaut, and the fateful drama then 
begun would not have taken place. 

Pierrette, weak as she was, removed the wooden bars 
which festened the kitchen shutters, opened the shunters, 
and hooked them back, then she opened the passage door 
leading into the garden. She took the various brooms 
needed for sweeping the carpet, the dining-room floor, 
» the passage, the stairs, in short, for cleaning everything 
with such care and exactitude as no servant, not even a 
Dutch one, would give to her work , she hated the least 
reproof. To her, happiness consisted in seeing Sylvie’s little 
blue eyes, colourless and cold,with a look — not indeed of 
satisfaction, that they never wort — only calm when she 
had examined everything with the owner’s eye, the in- 
scrutable glance which sees what escapes the keenest 
obsen^r. 

By the time Pierrette returned to the kitchen her skin 
was moist , then she put everything in order, lighted the 
stove so as to have live charcoal, made the fire in her cousins’ 
rooms, and put hot water for their toilet, though she had 
none for hers She laid the table for breakfast and 
lighted the dining-room stove. For all these various 
tasks she had to go to the cellar to fetch brushwood, 
leaving a cool place to go to a hot one, or a hot place to 
go into the cold and damp. These sudden changes, 
made with the reckless haste of youth, merely to avoid 
a hard word, or to obey some order, aggravated the state 
of her health beyond remedy. Pierrette did not know 
that she was ill Still she felt the beginnings of suffer- 
ings , she had strange longings, and hid them , a passion 
for raw salad, which she devoured in secret. The 
innocent child had no idea that this state meant serious 
disease, and needed the greatest care. Before Brigaut’s 
arrival, if Neraud, who might accuse himself of her 
grandmother’s death, had revealed this mortal peril to 
the little girl, she would have smiled j she found life too 
bitter not to smile at death. But within these last few 
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‘Cousin, what do you mean by a lover?’ Sylvie 

evaded the question, and said — 

‘ Do you dare to say, Mademoiselle, that a man did 
not come imder our windows and talk to you of 

marriage ' ’ , • j 

Persecution had taught Pierrette the cunning indis- 
pensable to slaves , she boldly replied, ‘ I do not know 
■> what you mean ' 

t Dog ’ added the old maid in vinegar tones. 

‘ Cousin,’ said Pierrette humbly. 

‘And you did not get up, I suppose, and did not go 
barefoot to your window ? Enough to give you some 
bad illness. Well, catch it, and serve you right • — And 
I suppose you did not talk to your lover ? ’ 

‘ No, cousin.’ 

‘I Imew you had a great many faults, but I did not 
know you told lies. Think of what you are about. 
Mademoiselle. You will have to tell your cousin Denis 
and me all about the scene of this morning, and explain 
It too , otherwise your guardian will have to take strong 
measures ’ 

The old maid, devoured by jealousy and curiosity, was 
trying intimidation. Pierrette did as all people must 
who are endunng beyond their strength — she kept silence. 
Silence is to all creatures thus attacked the only means 
of salvation , it fatigues the Cossack charges of the 
envious, the enemy’s savage rushes, it results m a 
crushing and complete victory. What is more complete 
than silence ? It is final. Is it not one of 'the modes 
of the Infinite ? 

Sylvie looked stealthily at Pierrette. The child 
coloured , but instead of flushing all over, the red lay m 
patches on her cheeks, in burning spots of symptomatic 
hue On seeing these signals of ill-health, a mother 
would at once have changed her note , she would have 
taken the child on her knee, have questioned her, have 
acquired long smce a thousand proofs of Pierrette’s 
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'A lover, Pierrette, is a man who loves you and 

Wishes to marry you ’ , 

^ Ah^ ’ said Pierrette. ^In Brittany when two persons 

are agreed, we call the young man a suitor I ’ 

‘ Well, understand that there is not the smallest harm 
in confessing your feeling for a man, my child. The 
harm is in secrecy. Have you, do you think, taken the 
fancy of any man who comes here ? ’ 

‘ 1 do not think so.’ 

‘ You do not love one of them ? ’ 

‘ No one.’ 

‘ Quite sure ? ’ 

‘ Quite sure.’ 

* Look me in the face, Pierrette.’ 

Pierrette looked at her cousin. 

‘ And yet a man spoke to you from the Square this 
morning ? ’ 

Pierrette looked down. 

‘ You went to your window, you opened it, and spoke 
to him.’ 

‘ No, cousin , I wanted to see what the weather was 
like, and I saw a country-man on the Square.’ 

‘Pierrette, since your first Communion you have 
improved greatly, you are obedient and pious, you love 
your relations and God , I am pleased with you, but I 
never have told you so for fear of inflaming your 
pnde.’ 

The hornble woman mistook the dejection, the sub- 
mission, the silence of wretchedness for virtues • One of 
the sweetest things that brings comfort to the sufferer, 
to martyrs, to artists, in the midst of the Divine wrath 
roused m them by envy and hatred, is to meet with 
praise from some quarter whence they have always had 
blame and bad faith. So Pierrette looked up at her 
cousin with attentive eyes, and felt ready to forgive her 
all the pain she had caused her. 

‘ But if It IS all mere hypocrisy, if I am to find in you 

* G 
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bceuf, he had been very anxious about his appearance 

and himself , 

At this moment Pierrette came doivn the steps and 
called to them that breakfast was ready. On seeing 
her little cousin, Sylvie’s complexion turned green and 
yellow, all her bile rose. She examined the passage, 
and said that Pierrette ought to have polished it with 

foot-brushes. , 

‘ I will pohsh It if you wish,’ replied the angel, not 
knowing how injurious this form of labour is to a young 
girl. 

The dining-room was above blame. Sylvie sat down, 
and all through breakfast affected to want things that 
she never would have thought of in a calmer frame of 
mind, seeking for them simply to make Pierrette rise 
to fetch them, and always just as the poor child was 
beginning to eat. But mere nagging was not enough ; 
she sought some subject for fault-finding, and fumed with 
internal rage at finding hone. If they had been eating 
eggs, she would certainly have complained of the boiling 
of hers She hardly replied to her brother’s silly talk, 
and yet she looked only at him , her eyes avoided 
Pierrette, who was keenly aware of this behaviour. 

Pierrette brought in the coffee for her cousins in a 
large silver cup, which served to heat the milk in, mixed 
with cream, m a saucepan of hot water. The brother 
and sister then added, to their taste, the black coffee 
which was made by Sylvie. When she had carefully 
prepared this daint) , Sylvie detected in it a faint cloud 
of coffee dust ; she carefully skimmed it off the tawny 
mixture and looked at it, leaning over it to examine it 
more minutely. Then the storm burst. 

‘ What is the matter ? ’ asked Rogron. 

‘ The matter ! Miss, here, has put ashes in my coffee. 
Ashes m coffee arc so nice ’ . . . Well, well ! It is 
not astonishing ; no one can do two things at once. 
Much she wasothmking of the coffee ' A blackbird 
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might have flown through the kitchen, and she would 
not have heeded it this morning * How should she see 
the ashes flying ? And then — only her cousin’s 1 — 
Much she cares about it • ’ 

She went on in this way, while she elaborately laid on 
the edge of her plate some fine colFce that had passed 
through the filter, mixed with some grains of sugar that 
had not melted. 

‘ But, cousin, that is cofFcc,’ said Pierrette. 

‘So I am a liar now?’ exclaimed Sylvie, looking at 
Pierrette, and scorching her by a fearful flash that her 
eyes could dart when she was angry 

These temperaments, which passion has never ex- 
hausted, have at command a great supply of the vital 
fluid. This phenomenon of extreme brightness in her 
eye under the influence of rage was all the more con- 
firmed in Mademoiselle Rogron because formerly, m her 
shop, she had had occasion to try the power of her gaze 
by opening her eyes enormously wide, always to fill her 
dependants with salutary terror. 

‘ I will teach you to give me the he,’ she went on , 
‘you, who deserve to be sent away from table to feed by 
yourself in the kitchen.’ 

‘What is the matter with you both ?’ cried Rogron 
‘ You are as cross as two sticks this morning.’ 

‘ Oh, my lady knows what I mean ' I am givnng her 
time to make up her mind before speaking to you about 
It, for I am much kinder to her than she deserves ’ 

Pierrette looked through the window out on to the 
Square, so as not to meet her cousin’s eyes, which 
frightened her. 

* She pays no more heed than if I were talking to this 
sugar-basin f And she has sharp ears too, she can speak 
from the top of the house to answer some one below . . . 
She is that perverse > Your ward is aggravating beyond 
%vords, and you need look for nothing good from her , do 
you hear me, Rogron ? * , 



Pierrette lOl 

‘ What has she done that is so wicked ? ’ asked her 
brother. 

‘ At her age, too ' It is beginning young ' ’ cried the 
old maid in a fury. 

Pierrette rose to clear away, just to keep herself in 
countenance , she did not know which way to look. 
Though such language was nothing new to her, she 
never could get used to it. Her cousin’s rage made her 
feel as though she had committed some crime. She 
wondered what her rage would be if she knew of 
Brigaut’s escapade. Perhaps they would keep Bngaut 
away. All the thousand ideas of a slave crowded on her 
at once, thoughts swift and deep, and she resolved to 
resist by absolute silence as to an incident in which her 
conscience could see no evil. 

She had to endure words so cruel, so harsh, insinua- 
tions so insulting, that on her return to the kitchen she 
was seized with cramp in the stomach and a violent 
attack of sickness. She dared not complain, she was 
not sure of getting any care. She turned pale and feint, 
said that she felt ill, and went up to bed, clinging to the 
banisters at every step, and believing that her last hour 
had come. ‘ Poor Bngaut • ’ thought she. 

‘ She IS ill,’ said Rogron. 

‘ She ill I It IS all meagrims,’ said Sylvie, loud enough 
to be overheard. ‘ She was not ill this morning, I can 
tell you I ’ 

This last shot was too much for Pierrette, who crept 
to bed in tears, praying to God to remove her from this 
world. 

For a month past Rogron had no longer carried the 
Constitutfonnel to Gouraud , the Colonel obsequiously 
came to fetch the newspaper, to make talk, and take 
Rogron out when the weather was fine. Sylvie, sure of 
seeing the Colonel, and being able to question him, 
dressed herself coquettishly. The old maid thought she 
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.iilvjcc ihnt Pierrette and I ^ihoiild marr}' bv'*and-by 
u,is «>nh rmended to phcc me m tins old v.itch’s black- 
t>dMl.*;.~\\ Jiy^’ J)c .doiid, ‘uint do jou expect to 
do with her'' J}.» you not *cc a perfectly lot cly girl 
Uathildc dc Chart, chtciif, of tioblc birth, well connected, 
and left to become an old maid. Ko one will have an)- 
thing to 'ly to her. Ihcrrcttc Int tjothing , the will never 
ni.irrv.^ Da )on suppo.e th.it vontli and beauty have any 
attnetion for me, for instance for me, who, at Captain 
of At tiller) in the Imperial Guard from the first day 
w hcfj the Kmperor had a guard, iiav c )i.'’d my feet in ever)' 
capital in Jiiiropc, .Tiid known the prettiest women in 
them nil — Youth md bcautv — they arc deuced common 
:ind ‘.illv. Don’t talk of them to me * 

‘At cight-and-fortv,* he went on, adding to his age, 
‘when a mnn Int gone through the retreat from 
Moscow and the dtcndful campaign in France, his loins 
arc a bit wc-'ry , I am an old fellow. Now, a wife like 
you oulJ cosset me and take c.arc of me , her fortune, 
added to mv few thousand francs of pension, w'ould 
Secure me suitable comfort for my old age, and I should 
like her a thousand times better than a min\ who would 
give me no end of trouble, who would be thirty and 
have her passions w'hen I should be sixty and have the 
rheumatism. At my time of life w c think of these things 
And, bctw’ccn you and me, I may add that if I marr}*, I 
should hope to have no children.’ 

Sylvie’s face was transparent to the Colonel all through 
this speech, and her reply vv.as enough to assure him ot 
Vmet’s perfidy. 

‘So you arc not in love w trh Pierrette'' she exclaimed. 

‘ Blest me * Are you crazy, my dear Sylvie ? ’ cned 
he. ‘When we have lost all our teeth, is it the time to 
crack nuts ? Thank God, I still have my wits, and know 
myself.’ 

Sylvie would not then say more about herself; she 
thought herself verj' wily m using her brother’s name. 
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‘My brother,’ said she, ‘had thought ot your marr}dng 
her** 

‘ Your brother can never have had such a preposterous 
notion. A few days ago, to find out his secret, I told 
him that I was m love with Bathilde, he turned as white 
as your collar.’ 

‘ Is he in love with Bathilde ? ’ said Sylvie. 

, ‘Madly! And Bathilde certainly loves only his 
money ’—(‘One for you, Vinet,’ thought Gouraud).— 
‘What should have made him speak of Pierrette ^ — No, 
Sylvie,’ he went on, taking her hand and pressing it 
with meaning, ‘since you have led to the subject’ — he 
went close to her — ‘well’ — he kissed her hand , he was 
a cavalry colonel, and had given proofs of courage — 

‘ know this : I want no wife but you. Though the 
marriage will look like a marriage for money, I feel true 
affection for you.’ 

‘But It was I who wished that you should marry 
Pierrette , and if I were to give her my money — what 
then. Colonel ? ’ 

‘But I do not want to have a wretched home, or to 
see, ten years hence, some young whippersnapper, such as 
Julliard, hovenng round my wife, and writing verses to 
her m the newspaper. I am too much a man on that 
score , I will never marry a woman out of all proportion 
too young.’ 

‘ Well, Colonel, we will talk that over seriously,’ said 
Sylvie, with a glance she thought amorous, and which 
was very like that of an ogress. Her cold, raw purple 
lips parted over her yellow teeth, and she fancied she was 
smiling. 

n ^ Rogron, and he led away the 

Lobnel, who bowed courteously to the old maid. 

Gouraud was determined to hasten his marriage with 
y vie, and so become master of the house , promising 
imself that, through the influence he would acquire over 
bylvie during the honeymoon, he would get rid both of 
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Bathilde and of Celeste Habert. So, as they walked, he 
told Rogron that he had been making fun of him the 

I intentions of winning 

IsatniJde s heart, not being rich enough to take a wife 

money^ Then he confided his projects, he 
had long since chosen Sylvie for her admirable qualities , 
in short, he aspire d to the honour of becoming his 
brother-in-law. , 

‘ Oh, Colonel 1 C )h, Baron 1 If only my consent were 
needed, it w’ould b( . done as soon as legal delays should 
allow I ’ cried Rogn m, delighted to find himself reheved 
of this terrible rival . 

Sylvie spent the whole morning examining her own 
rooms to see if ther e were accommodation for a couple. 

building a second story for her 
the first floor for herself and her 
also promised herself, in accordance 
every old maid, to put the Colonel to 
judge of his heart and habits before 
d. She sull had doubts, and wanted 
^lerrctte had no intimacy with the 

he girl came down to lay the'cloth. 
bilged to do the coobng, and had 
I a j ■ exclaiming, ^ Curse Pierrette ^ For 

it was evident, indfi^cd, that if Pierrette had cooked the 
dinner, Sylvie wouliPd not have had a grease-stain on her 
silk dress. Itr 

*So here you are, you httle coddle. You are like the 
blacksmith’s dog lat sleeps under the forge and wkes 
at the sound of a s; ^^luccpan. So you want me to beheve 
that you are ill, yoi story-teller ' ’ 

The one idea, ‘ ‘ ‘ ly^y did not confess the truth as to 
what took place th <3,^ niommg, therefore every^;"g 7°“ 
say IS a he, hi , ^ hammer with which S}lvie 

prepared to hit ince ;“.„ntlv on Pierrettes head and nea • 
To Pierrette's gr. Hraswmshment, Sylvie tent her, after 


She determined or 
brother, and havin, 
husband , but she 
with the notions of 
some tests, so as to 
making up her min 
to make sure that 
Colonel- 

At dinner-time ij 
Sylvie had been o 
spotted her gown. 
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dinner, to dress for the evening. • The liveliest imagina- 
tion IS no match for the energy which suspicion gives to 
the mind of an old maid. In such a case, the old maid 
beats politicians, attorneys and notaries, bill-brokers and 
misers. Sylvie promised herself that she would consult 
Vinet after looking well about her. She meant to keep 
Pierrette in the room, so as to judge for herself by the 
.child’s face whether the Colonel had told the truth. 

The first to come were Madame de Chargeboeuf and 
her daughter. By her cousin Vinct’s advice, Bathilde 
had dressed with twice her usual elegance. She wore 
a most becoming blue cotton-velvet gown, the clear 
kerchief as before, bunches of grapes in garnets and gold 
for earrings, her hair in ringlets, the artful necklet, little 
black satin shoes, grey silk stockings, and Suede gloves, 
and then queenly airs and girlishjcoqucttishness enough to 
catch every Rogron in the nvcrj Her mother, calm and 
dignified, had preserved, as had Bathilde, a certain aristo- 
cratic impertinence by which t) Ise two women redeemed 
everything, betraying the spiri If their caste. Bathilde 
was gifted with superior intelluwicc, though Vinet alone 
had been able to discern it aoir the two months that 
these ladies had spent m h'ia*house. When he had 
sounded the depths of this girl, depressed by the useless- 
ness of her youth and beauty, but enlightened by the 
contempt she felt for the men of la period when money was 
their sole idol, Vinet exclaimed |in surprise — 

‘If I had but married you, ^ Bathilde, hy this time 1 
should have been Keeper of Ine Seals , I would have 
called myself Vinet de Chargeb'euf, and have sat on the 
right.’ ^ ^ 

Bathilde had no vulgar at ns in her wish to be 
marned, she would not marry for motherhood, nor for 
me sake of having a husband she would marry to be 

^ publsher,’as it were— to be 
called Madame, and to act as nen act, Rogron to her 
was a name , she thought she ould make something of 
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tills inihcolc crc.'iturc — t depute, vlio might vote while 
*;he pulled the v irr*. , slie win'eti to be retenged on 
her fnmily, who had pnid little Jietd to a penniless girl 
Viiict, atimiring and encounging licr ideas, had greatly 
c'-tended and strengthened them. 

‘My dear cousin,’ *:nd lie, explaining to her the 
influence exerted by women, and pointing out tlic sphene 
of action proper m them, ‘do )ou suppose that I'lphainc, 
a profunndly mediocre nnn, cm In Ins own merits rise 
to sit on the lover bJnch in F.iris r It is Madame 
Tiphainc who got him returned as deput) ; it is she 
wlio will carr) him to Parts, Her mother, Madame 
Roguin, IS a cunning b jd),who docs what she pleases 
witJi du 'Jhllet the banht r, one of Niicingcn’s chief allies, 
both of them close friei ids of Keller’s , and these three 
houses do great serticcs to the Go\ eminent or its most 
demoted adherents, the 'o^ticci arc on the best possible 
terms with these lynxes of the fiipncnl world, and men 
like those know all Pai^is '1 here is nothing to hinder 
I'lplnine from rising ttjneb; the Presiding Judge of one of 
the higher Courts. — Maitifv Rogron , we will make him 
deputy for ProMiis as s| on as I base secured for myself 
some other constitucnc}^ iti Scine*ct-Marnc. Then }ou 
w'lll have a rcccivcrshi ip — one of those places 
Rogron will liavc nothiiu,^ to do but m 
We W’lll stick to the O iijposition 
the Bourbons remain inh< power, . 
incline towards the cent re ^ Besides, Rogron 
live for ever, and you -t jmrry a title by-and-bjx 
And then, if you arc in a p good po'Uion, the Chargcbccufs 
W’lll help us. Your povA*crn — like mine — has, no doubt, 
enabled you to cstimatsig ^vhat men are w’orth, they 
are to be made use of oi dj|y jjj post-horses A rnan or a 
woman can take us from ii one stage to the next ’ 

ai 

Vinct had made a ^little Cathenne de Mcdici of 
Bathilde. He left his w >n home, happy her twe 
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Rogron looked at her from head to foot, and gently- 
closed his eyes, like a cat when its poll is scratched. 

‘You are too beautiful,’ said he, ‘too dangerous to 

look at.’ 

‘Why?’ 

Rogron gazed at the fire-logs and said nothing. 

At this moment Mademoiselle Habert came, followed 
by the Colonel. Celeste Habert, everybody’s enemy 
*now, had none but Sylvie on her side j but each one 
showed her all the greater consideration, politeness, and 
amiable attention because all were undermining her, so 
that she doubted between this display of civil interest and 
the distrust which her brother had implanted m her. 
The priest, though standing apart from the theatre 
war, guessed everything , and so, when h9'-tiand,'and the 
his sister’s hopes were at an end, he / 
the Rogrons’ most formidable antagonisVas the Colonel’s 
The reader can at once imagine wn you had one • ’ 
Habert was like on being told that eveie ^ he was a keen 
been mistress — arch-mistress — of a sc watching all the 
still always have looked like a govern^ played the part of 
have a particular way of putting on tli r” lotcrie, 
elderly Englishwomen have monopolisei^^nt put in, with- 
turbans, so governesses have the monopoi 
the crown of the cap towers above tHook of old maid 
flowers are more than artificial , stored c. 
wardrobe, this cap is always new and always 
on the first day. These old maids make it a point of 
honour to be like a painter’s lay-figure , they sit on 
their haunches, not on their chairs. When they are 
spoken to they turn their whole body , and when their 
gowns creak, we arc tempted to believe that the springs 
of the machinery are out of order. MademoiseDe 
Habert, a type of her kind, had a hard eye, a set mouth, 
and under her chin, furrowed with wrinkles, the limp 
and crumpled capstnngs wagged and frisked as she 
moved. She had an added charm in two moles, rather 
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large and rather brown, with hairs that she left to grow 
like untied clematis. Finally, she took snuiF, and with- 
out grace. 

They sat down to the toil of boston. Sylvie had 
opposite to her Mademoiselle Habert, and the Colonel 
sat on one side, opposite Madame de Chargeboeuf. 
Bathilde placed herself near her mother and Rogron. 
Sylvie put Pierrette between herself and the Colonel, 
Rogron opened another card-table m case Monsieur^ 
Neraud should come, and Monsieur Cournant and his 
wife. Vinet and Bathilde could both play whist, which 
was Monsieur and Madame Cournant’s game. Ever 
since the Chargeboeuf ladies — as they say in Pronns — 
beei^in the habit of coming to the Rogrons, the 
was 'worsBippS^^^i on the chimney-piece between the 
Bathilde had he’l^ clock, and the tables were lighted by 
hid her hair unde^ francs a pound, which, however, was 
fashions I Epilog cards. 

was nothing. tny child, take your sewing,’ said 

understood this cricrous gentleness, seeing her watch the 
‘Good evening, 

from the summitways pretended to treat Pierrette very 
given by her narr^^ deceit irritated the honest Bretonne, 
Vinet put tfspise her cousin. Pierrette fetched her 
civilities by loot as she set the stitches, she looked now 
note^ ‘Oh. Colonel’s game. Gouraud seemed not 
'*^''cnat there was a little girl at his side. Sylvie 
oegan to think this indifference extremely suspicious. 
At a certain moment in the game the old maid declared 
misere in hearts j the pool was full of counters, and there 
were twenty-seven sous in it besides The Cournants 
and Neraud had come. The old supernumerary judge, 
Desfondniles — a man in whom the Mmister of Justice 
had discerned the quahfications for a judge when 
appointing him examining magistrate, but who was 
never thought clever enough for a supenor position — had 
for the last two months forsaken the Tiphaines, and 




114 


Pierrette 


your hand to play you a tnck. Was it not so, my 
beauty f ’ 

‘JnOj’ said the honest Bretonne. ‘I atn incapable of 
such a thing * In that case I should have followed my 
cousin’s game.’ 

* You know very well that you arc a story-teller and a 
little fool into the bargain,’ said Sylvie, ‘Since what 
took place this morning, who can beheve a word you 
say ? You are a , . * 

Pierrette did not wait to hear her cousin end the 


sentence in her presence Anticipating a torrent of 
abuse, she rose, went out of the room without a light, and 
up to her room. Sylvie turned pale with rage, and 
muttered between her teeth, ‘ I will pay her out * ’ 

‘Will you pay your losses? ’ said Madame de Charge- 
boeuf. 


At this moment poor Pierrette hit her head against 
the passage door which the judge had left open. 

‘ Good > That serves her nght I ’ cried Sylvie. 

‘ What has happened ? ’ asked Desfondnlles. 

‘ Nothing that she does not deserve,’ replied Sylvie. 

‘ She has given herself some severe blow,’ said Made- 
moiselle Habert. 


Sylvie tried to evade paying her stakes by nsing to see 
what Pierrette had done , but Madame de Chargeboeuf 
stopped her. 

‘ Pay us first,’ said she, laughing , ‘ by the time you 
return you will have forgotten all about it.’ 

This suggestion, based on the bad faith the ex-haber- 
dasher showed in ^e matter of her gambling debts, met 
with general approval. Sylvie sat down and thought no 
more of Pierrette, and no one was surpnsed at her 
indifference. All the evening Sylvie was absent-minded. 
When cards were over, at about half-past nine, she sank 
into an easy-chair by the fire, and only rose to take leave 
of her guests. The Colonel tortured her 5 she did not 
know what to think about him. 
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‘ Men are so false I ’ said she to herself as she fell 
asleep. 

Pierrette had given herself a frightful blow against the 
edge of the door, just over her ear, whep girls part their 
hair to put the forepart into curl-papers. Next morning 
there was a bad purple-veined bruise. 

‘ God has punished you,’ said Sylvie at breakfast , 
* ‘ you disobeyed me, you showed a great want of respect 
in not listening to me, and m going away in the middle 
of my sentence. You have no more than you deserve.’ 

‘ Still,’ said Rogron, ‘ you should put on a rag dipped 
in salt and water.’ 

‘ Pooh I It IS nothing I ’ said Sylvie. 

The poor child had come to the point when she 
thought her guardian’s remark a proof of interest. 

The week ended as it had begun, m constant torment 
Sylvie became ingenious, and earned her refinement of 
tyranny to an extreme pitch. The Illinois, Cherokees, 
and Mohicans might have learnt of her Pierrette dared 
not complain of her indefinite misery and the pain she 
suffered in her head. At the bottom of Sylvie’s dis- 
pleasure lay the girl’s refusal to tell anything about 
Brigaut, and Pierrette, with Breton obstinacy, was 
determined to keep a very natural silence. Every one 
can imagihe what a glance she gave Brigaut who, as she 
believed, would be lost to her if he were discovered, and 
whom she instinctively longed to keep near her, happy in 
knowing that he was at Provins What a delight to her 
to see Brigaut again > The sight of the companion of 
her childhood was to her like the view an exile gets from 
afar of his native land , she looked on him as a martyr 
^zes at the sky when, during his torments, his eyes, 
blessed with double sight, see through to heaven. 

Pierrette’s parting glance had been so perfectly intellig- 
ible to the Major’s son, that while he planed his boards, 
opened his compasses, took his measurements, and fitted 

.? 




3 



Pierrette 


117 

in Bngaut, and Pierrette came home with her trea- 
sure. 

The letters of these two poor children were destined 
to serv'c as documents m a horrible legal squabble , for, 
but for that fatal circumstance, they never would have 
been seen. This is what Pierrette read that evening'in 
her room — 

> 

‘My DEAR Pierrette, — At midnight, when everybodv 
IS asleep, but when I shall be awake for your sake, I will 
come every night under the kitchen window. You can 
let down out of your window a string long enough to 
reach me, which will make no noise, and tie to the end 
of It whatever you want to write to me. I will answer 
you in the same way. I knew that you had been taught 
to read and write by those wretched relations who were 
to do you so much good, and who are doing you so much 
harm 1 You, Pierrette, the daughter of a Colonel who 
died for France, are compelled by these monsters to cook t 
for them I That is how your pretty colour and your 
fine health have vanished. What has become of my 
Pierrette ? What have they done to her ? I can see 
plainly that you are not happy. 

‘Oh I Pierrette, let us go back to Brittany. I can 
earn enough to give you everything you need , you may 
have three francs a day, for I earn from four to five, and 
thirty sous are plenty for me. Oh > Pierrette, how I 
have prayed to God for you since seeing you again. I 
have asked Him to give me all your pain, and to grant 
you all the pleasures. 

‘ What have you to do with them that they keep 
you i* Your grandmother is more to you than they are. 

^These Rogrons are venomous , th^ have spoilt all your 
gaiety. You do not even walk at Provins as you used to 
move in Brittany. Let us go home to Bnttany. In 
short, here I am to serve you, to do your bidding , and 
you must tell me what you wish. If you want money, I 
have sixty crowjis of ours, and I shall have the grief of 
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^ But since you have come, Bngaut, I want to go away 
with you to Brittany to see my grandmamma, who loves 
me, though they tell me she has robbed me of eight 
thousand francs. Bngaut, if they are really mine, can 
you get them ? But it is all a he , if we had eight 
thousand francs, grandmamma would not be at Samt- 
Jacqucs. I would not trouble that good saintly woman’s 
, last days by telling her of my miseries , it would be 
enough to kill her. Ah I if she could know that they 
make her grandchild wash the pots and pans — she who 
would say to me, “ Leave that alone, my darling,” when I 
tried to help her in her troubles , “leave it, leave it, my 
pet; you will spoil your pretty little hands.” Well, my 
nails are clean at any rate * Many times I cannot carry 
the market basket, and the handle saws my arm as I 
come home from market. 

‘ At the same time, I do not think that my cousins are 
cruel ; but it is their way always to be scolding, and it 
would seem that I can never get away from them. My 
cousin Rogron is my guardian. One day when I meant 
to run away, as I was too miserable, and I told them so, 
my cousin Sylvie answered that the police would go 
after me, that the law was on my guardian’s side , and I 
saw very clearly that cousins can no more take the place 
of our father and mother than the Saints can take the 
place of God. — My poor Jacques, what use could I make 
of your money ? Keep it for our journey Oh I how 
I have thought of you and Pen-Hoel and the large pool. 
We ate our cake first, out there, for I think I am 
getting worse. I am very ill, Jacques. I have such 
pains in my head that I could scream, and m my back 
and my bones , something round my loins that half 
kills me , and I have no appetite but for nasty things, 
leaves and roots, and I like the smell of printed paper. 
There are times when I should c^ if I were alone, for 
I may not do anything as I wish , I am not even allowed 
to cry. I have to hide myself to offer up my tears to 
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Him from whom we receive those mercies which v/e 
call our afflictions Was it not He who inspired you 
with the good idea of coming to sing the bride’s song 
under my window ? — Oh • Jacques, cousin Sylvie, who 
heard you, told me I had a loi er. If you will be my 
lover, love me very much , I promise always to love you, 
as in the past, and to be your faithful senant, 

‘Pierrette Lorrain. 

‘ You will always love me, won’t you ? ’ 

The girl had taken a crust of bread from the kitchen, 
in which she made a hole to stick her letter in, so as to 
weight the thread. At midnight, after opening her 
window with excessive caution, she let down her note 
with the bread, which could make no noise by tapping 
against the wall or the shutters. She felt the thread 
pulled by Bngaut, who broke it, and then went stealthily 
away. When he was in the middle of the Square she 
could see him, though indistinctly, in the starlight} but 
he could gaze at her in the luminous band projected by 
the candle. The two young things remained there for 
an hour, Pierrette signalling to him to go away, he going 
and she remainmg, and he returning to his post, while 
Pierrette again waved to him to be gone. This was 
several times repeated, till the girl shut her window, got 
into bed, and blew out her light. 

Once in bed, she went to sleep, happy though suffer- 
ing ; she had Bngaut’s letter under her pillow. She 
slept the sleep of Ae persecuted, a sleep blessed by the 
angels, the sleep of golden and far-away glories full of 
the arabesques of heaven, which Raphael dreamed of 
and drew. 

Her delicate physical nature was so responsive to hex 
moral nature that Pierrette rose next morning as glad 
and light as a lark, beaming and gay. Such a change 
could not escape Sylvie’s eye} this time, instead of 
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scolding her, she proceeded to watch her with the cun- 
ning of a raven, 

‘What makes her so happy?’ was suggested by 
jealousy, and not by tyranny. If Sylvie had not been 
possessed by the idea of the Colonel, she would certainly 
have said as usual, ‘ Pierrette, you are very turbulent, 
or very heedless of what is said to you,’ The old maid 
, determined to spy on Pierrette, as only old maids can spy. 
The day passed m gloom and silence, like the hour before 
a storm. 

‘ So you are no longer so ailing, Miss ? ’ said Sylvie 
at dinner. ‘ Did not I tell you that she shams it all to 
worry us ? ’ she exclaimed, turning to her brother, with- 
out waiting for Pierrette’s reply. 

‘ On the contrary, cousin, I have a sort of fever ’ 

‘What sort of fever ? You are as gay as a linnet. 
You have seen some one again perhaps ? ’ 

Pierrette shuddered, and kept her eyes on her plate. 

‘ Tartufe f ’ cned Sylvie. ‘At fourteen * Already 1 
What a nature I Why, you wall be a wretch indeed ' ’ 

‘I do not know what you mean,’ replied Pierrette, 
raising her fine luminous hazel eyes to her cousin’s face. 

‘ This evening,’ said Sylvie, ‘ you will remain in the 
dining-room to sew by a candle. You are m the way in 
the drawing-room, and I will not have you looking over 
my hand to advise your favountes.’ 

Pierrette did not flinch. 

‘ Hypocrite I ’ exclaimed Sylvie as she left the room. 

Rogron, who could not understand what his sister 
was talking about, said to Pierrette, ‘What is the 
matter between you two? Try, Pierrette, to please 
your cousin , she is most indulgent, most kind j and if 
she is put out with you, certainly you must be wrong. 
Why do you squabble ? For my part, I like a quiet life. 
Look at Mademoiselle Bathilde ; you should try to copy 
her.’ 

Pierrette could bear it all , Brigaut would come, 
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h'-vtmd tioiiln, tit mMnu'hi to bruin; hli srr -'■r, a'ld thh 
Impc u.i. ficr \iaticmn fo' jht <iav. But she v.as 
c'cluu'>ttitj^ lit-r last ’treii'/th. She tli-i jiot {'o to sleep; 
she sit up !( fentftp to the ch-eU ^jnl-c the hour., anti 
Icaring to inahc a soiuul. At last tvscUc struct; she 
softly op'^ntil her ssiiulov, and tins tune slic used a 
stfuijx she lui! tniiJe Itur* cnou/Ji b', tving several bits 
topctiicr. She heard Brutaut's s-tep, and when she dreve 
up the string she fc.nl the follDWing letter, which filled 
her V. tth joj ; — 

‘Ms DtAr PiFPr rTrr,~If vou arc in such pntn, vou 
must not tire )ours‘’lf bj sittmr, up for me You will be 
sure to he.ir me c.ill lilte a Cl-uar. My father luctilv’ 
luight me to imit.atc their erv So I shdl repeat it 
three tnucs, ntid \mi vvift J now that I ha\c come, anti 
that }ou must let tloit/i the stnnr, but I shall not come 
•tgam for some feu da)s I hope then to lias c good news 
far )ou. Oh ^ Ihcrrettc, not death * ^V'hat arc \ou 
thinking of? All mv heart quaked; I thought I uas 
dead myself at the mere idea. No, m) Pierrette, v ou shall 
not die , you shall live happy, and soon be rescued from 
your pcr'Ccutors. If I should not succeed in u hat I am 
attempting, to save you, I would go to the lawyers and 
declare in the face of heaven and c.arth how }ou are 
treated by )our cruel relations 

‘I am certain that jou have only to endure a few 
days more : take patience. Pierrette, Brigaut is watch- 
ing over }ou, as he did in the days when w'c went to 
slide on the pond, and I pulled }Ou out of the deep hole 
w’herc w’c were so nearly lost together. Good-bye, my 
dear Pierrette , in a few days we shall be happy, please 
God. Alas I I dare not tell you of the only thing that 
may hinder our meeting. But God lov'es us ' So in a 
few days I shall be able to see my dear Pierrette m 
liberty, without a care, without any one hindering nay 
looking at you, for I am very hungry to see you, O 
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Pierrette i PierrettCj who condescend to love me and 
to tell me so. Yes, Pierrette, I will be your lover, but 
only when I have earned the grand fortune you deserve, 
and till then I will be no more to you than a devoted 
servant whom you may command. Adieu, 

‘Jacques Brigaut.’ 

> This was what the young fellow did not tell Pierrette. 
He had written the following letter to Madame Lorram 
at Nantes : — 

‘Madame Lorrain, — Your grand-daughter will die, 
killed by lU-usage, if you do not come to claim her back. 
I hardly knew her again , and to enable you to judge for 
yourself of the state of things, I enclose in this letter one 
from Pierrette to me. You are reported here to have 
your grandchild’s fortune, and you ought to justify your- 
self on this point. In short, if you can, come quickly , 
we may yet be happy, and later you will find Pierrette 
dead. — I remain, with respect, your humble servant, 

‘Jacques Brigaut. 

‘At Monsieur Frappier’s, Master jomer, Grand’ Rue, 
Provins,’ 

Brigaut only feared lest Pierrette’s grandmother might 
be dead. 

Though this letter from him, whom in her innocence 
she called her lover, was almost inexplicable to Pierrette, 
she accepted it with virgin faith. Her heart experienced 
the feeling which travellers in the desert know when 
they see from afar the palm grove round a well. In a 
few days her miseries would be ended, Brigaut said it , 
she slept on the promise of her childhood’s friend ; and 
yet, as she laid this letter with the former one, a dreadful 
thought found dreadful expression — 

‘ Poor Brigaut,’ said she to herself, ‘ he does not know 
the hole I have my feet in I ’ 
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Sylvie had heard Pierrette , slie had also heard Bngaut 
below the window ; she sprang up, rushed to look out 
on the Square through the shutter slats, and saw a man 
going away towards the house where the Colonel lived. 
In front of that Bngaut stopped The old maid gently 
opened her door, went upstairs, was amazed at seeing a 
light in Pierrette’s room, peeped through the keyhole, 
and could see nothing. 

‘ Pierrette,’ said she, ' are you ill ? ’ 

‘ No, cousin,’ said Pierrette, startled. 

‘Then why have you a light in your room at mid-'' 
night ? Open your door. I must know what you are 
about.’ 

Pierrette, barefoot, opened the door, and Sylvie saw 
the skein of twine which Pierrette, never dreaming of 
being caught, had neglected to put away. Sylvie 
pounced upon it. 

‘ What do you use that for ? ’ 

‘ Nothing, cousin.’ 

‘ Nothing said she. ‘Very good. Lies again* 
You will not find that the way to heaven. Go to bed j 
you are cold.’ 

She asked no more, but disappeared, leaving Pierrette 
terror-stricken by such leniency. Instead of an out- 
break, Sylne had suddenly made up her mind to steal a 
march on the Colonel and Pierrette, to possess herself of 
the letters, and confound the couple who were deceiving 
her. Pierrette, inspired by danger, put the two letters 
inside her stays and covered them with calico. 

This was the end of the loves of Pierrette and 
Bngaut, 

Pierrette was glad of her friend’s decision, for Sylvie’s 
suspicions would be disconcerted by hawng nothing to 
feed on. And, m fact, Sylvie spent three nights out 
of her bed and three evenmgs in watchmg the innocent 
Colonel, without discovenng anything in Pierrette’s room, 
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or in the house or out of it, that hinted at their having 
any understanding. She sent Pierrette to confession, and 
took advantage of her absence to hunt through every- 
thing in the child’s room as dexterously and as keenly as 
the spies and searchers at the gates of Paris. She found 
nothing. Her rage rose to the climax of human passion. 
If Pierrette had been present, she would certainly have 
beaten her without ruth To a woman of this temper, 
’jealousy vi'as not so much a feeling as a possession , she 
breathed, she felt her heart beat, she had emotions in a 
way hitherto completely unknown to her , at the least 
movement she was on the alert, she listened to the 
faintest sounds, she watched Pierrette with gloomy 
concentration. 

‘ That little wretch will be the death of me I ’ she 
would say, 

Sylvie’s severity to the child became at last the most 
refined cruelty, and aggravated the miserable state in 
which Pierrette lived. The poor little thing was con- 
stantly in a fever, and the pain in her head became 
intolerable. By the end of a week she displayed to the 
frequenters of the Rogrons’ house a face of suffering 
which must certainly have softened any less cruel 
egotism , but Doctor Neraud, advised perhaps by Vinet, 
did not call for more than a week. The Colonel, 
suspected by Sylvie, was afraid she might break off 
their marriage if he showed the smallest anxiety about 
Pierrette , Bathildc accounted for her indisposition by 
simple causes, in no way dangerous 

At last, one Sunday evening, when the drawing-room 
was full of company, Pierrette could not endure the 
pain, she fainted completely away , and the Colonel, who 
was the first to observe that she had lost consciousness, 
lifted her up and carried her on to a sofa, 

‘ She did It on purpose,’ said Sylvie, loobng at Made- 
moiselle Habert and the other players. 

‘ Your cousin is very ill, I assure you,’ said the Colonel. 
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‘Shr very well in y<nii nmiV retorted SyKic, with 
.1 hulcou'; ^milc 

‘ J lie Colonel rtglitj’ «;nid AJndnmc dc Chnrgcbocuf, 
‘ you ouglu to send for n doctor. 7'his morning m 
cluircli every one v.n<> tnUJng of MndcnioiscDc J>orrain’s 
st.itc as they cnnic out — it is obvious.’ 

‘ I .nm dying,’ snul Pierrette 

Dcsfondrillts called to SvKic to unfasten the girl’s 
frock. S) ivic complied, sayuig, ‘ It is all a sham ' ’ ' 

She undid the dress, .and was going to loosen the stats 
Then Pierrette found superhuman strength , she sat up, 
and exclaimed, ‘ Ko, no , I will go to bed.’ 

Sylvie had touched her stays, and had felt the papers 
She allowed Pierrette to escape, saying to everybody, 
‘ Well, do you think she is so very ill ? It is all put on 5 
you could netcr imagine the naughtiness of that child.’ 

She detained Vinct at the end of the evening; she was 
furious, she was bent on revenge; she rvas rough w’lth 
the Colonel as he bid her good-night. Gouraud shot a 
glance at Vmet that seemed to pierce him to the very 
bowels, and mark the spot for a bullet. Sylvie begged 
Vmet to remain. When they were alone, the old maid 
began — 

‘ Never in my life, nor in all my days, will I marry the 
Colonel ^ ’ 

‘ Now that you have made up your mind, I may speak. 
The Colonel is my friend , still, I am yours rather than 
his. Rogron has done me sendees I can never forget. 

I am as firm a friend as 1 am an implacable enemy. 
Certainly, when once I am in the Chamber you will see 
how I shall rise, and I will make Rogron a Receiver- 
General. — Well, sw'ear to me never to repeat a word of 
our conversation I ’ Sylvie nodded assent. ‘ In the first 
place, our gallant Colonel is an inveterate gambler.’ 

‘ Indeed • ’ said Sylvie. 

‘ But for the difficulties this passion has got him into, 
he might perhaps have been a Marshal of France,’ the 
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hw') cr \vent on. * So he might squander all your fortune, 
out he IS a deep customer. Do not believe that married 
people ha\ e or have not children, and you know what 
w happen ^ j ou No. If you wish to marry, wait till 
am in the Chamber, and then you can marry old Des- 
fondnllcs, who will be President of the Court here. To 
rc\ enge j ourself, make your brother marry Mademoiselle 
»tOi .^'^S^hmuf; I will undertake to get her consent, she 
1 a\c two thousand francs a year, and you will be as 
nar y connected n ,th the Chargeboeufs as I am. Tate 
SL d°ay.' Chargebanfs w,U call us cousins 

■ Gouraud IS in love with Pierreiic > replied Sylvie 

canaWe If ^met, ouite 

capable of marrying her after your death.’ ’ 

A pretty little scheme I ’said she. 

brothermam. and f ‘f«il Male your 

unmarried and leave vour remain 

nicccs, vou will thus hit to your nephews or 

'^C bu, nd by the 

look.’ ’ ™ bow foolish he mil 

bbclii°al^griI'?/aThoft aXTual T 

uotapenn^ Lcther^doaswed!? 

Vnict having frot ^ ^ork/ 

knowing her obstLcy^ieft^^SeT^ ^nc 

'"^d by .h,i.|,,„^ thanlZlt jTu"- 
^ met found the Cnlnn^ her own. 

" "•21 ted for him ^ smoking a 

Hold hard f’ said fhp.p 1 > 

'« pieces, but there are sre™' ' ‘ ^ hire pCed 
bun ^ou’ enough Ln 

‘ Colonel P " 

dcput\. me Hrst ph 


P- 2 ce, 
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‘Colonel!* 

‘ I can command \.en votes, and the election depends 
on ’ 

‘ Colonel, just listen to me. Is there no one in the 
world but old Sylvie ? I have just been trying to clear 
you. You are accused and proved guilty of writing to 
Pierrette , she has seen you coming out of your house at 
midnight to stand below the girl’s window ’ 

‘Well imagined 1’ 

‘She means her brother to marry Bathilde, and will 
keep her fortune for their children ’ 

‘ Will Rogron have any ? ’ 

‘Yes,’ said Vinet. ‘But I promise to find you a 
young and agreeable woman with a hundred and fifty 
thousand francs. — Are you mad ? Can you and I afford 
to quarrel ? Things have turned against you in spite 
of me ; but you do not know me.’ 

‘ Well, we must learn to know each other,’ replied the 
Colonel. ‘ Gret me a wife with fifty thousand crowns 
before the elections — otherwise, your sen'ant. I do not 
like awkward bed-fellows, and you have pulled all the 
blankets to your side. Good-night.’ 

‘ You will see,’ said Vinet^ shaking hands affectionately 
with the Colonel. 

At about one in the morning three clear, low hoots, 
like those of an owl, admirably mimicked, sounded in the 
Place ; Pierrette heard them m her fevered sleep She 
got up, quite damp, opened her window, saw Bngaut, 
and threw out a ball of silk, to which he tied a letter. 

Sylvie, excited by the events of the evening and her 
own deliberations, was not asleep ; she was taken in by 
the owl’s cry. 

‘ Ah ! what a bird of lU-omen • — But, hark * Pierrette 
IS out of bed. What does she want ? ’ 

On heanng the attic window open, Sylvie rushed to 
her own window and heard Brigaut’s paper rustle 
against the shutters. She tied her jacket stnngs, and 
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nimbly mounted the stairs to Pierrette’s room, she found 
her untying the silk from round the letter, 

‘ So I have caught you ' ’ cried the old maid, going 
to the window, whence she saw Brigaut take to his 
heels. ‘ Give me that letter.’ 

‘ No, cousin,’ said the girl, who, by one of the stupen- 
dous inspirations of youth, and sustained by her spirit, 
rose to the dignity of resistance which we admire in 
blie history of some nations reduced to desperation 

‘ What, you will not ?’ cried Sylvie, advancing on her 
cousin, and showing her a hideous face full of hatred, and 
distorted by rage. 

Pierrette drew back a step or two to have time to 
clutch her letter in her hand, which she kept shut with 
invincible strength On seeing this, Sylvie seized 
Pierrette’s delicate white hand m her lobster’s claws, and 
tried to wrench it open. It was a fearful struggle, an 
infamous struggle, as everything is that dares to attack 
thought, the only treasure that God has set beyond the 
reach of power, and keeps as a secret bond between the 
wretched and Himself, 

The two women, one dying, the other full of vigour, 
looked steadfastly at each other. Pierrette’s eyes flashed 
at her torturer such a look as the Templar’s who received 
on his breast the blows from a mace in the presence of 
Philippe le Bel. The King could not endure that fearful 
gleam, and retired appalled by it , Sylvie, a woman, and 
a jealous woman, answered that magnetic glance by an 
ominous glare. Awful silence reigned. The Bretonne’s 
clenched fingers resisted her cousin’s efforts with the 
tenacity of a steel vice Sylvie wrung Pierrette’s arm, 
and tried to open her hand , as this had no effect, she 
vainly set her nails in the flesh. Finally, madness rein- 
forced her anger, she raised Pierrette’s fist to her teeth to 
bite her fingers and subdue her by pain. Pierrette still 
defied her with the terrifying gaze of innocence The 
old maid’s fury was roused to such a pitch that she was 

I 
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blind to all else , gripping Pierrette’s arm, she beat the 
girl’s fist on the window-siIl, and on the marble chimney- 
piece, as we beat a nut to crack it and get at the kernel. 

‘ Help, help ! ’ cned Pierrette , ‘ I am being killed ’ 

* So you scream, do you, when I find you with a lover 
in the middle of the night ? ’ 

And she hit again and again without mercy 
‘ Help, help 1 ’ cried Pierrette, whose fist was bleeding. 
At this moment there were violent blows on the 
street door. Both equally exhausted, the two women 
ceased. 

Rogron, aroused and anxious, not knowing what was 
happening, had got out of bed, gone to his sister s room, 
and not found her, then he was alarmed, went down 
and opened the door, and was almost upset by Bngaut, 
followed by what seemed a phantom 

At the same instant Sylvie’s eyes fell on Pierrette’s 
stays , she remembered having felt the papers in them , 
she threw herself on them like a tiger on his prey, 
twisted the stays round her hand, and held them up with 
a smile, as an Iroquois smiles at his foe before scalping 
him. 

am dying ’ said Pierrette, dropping on her 

knees ‘ Who will save me ' ’ 

‘I will,’ cried a woman with white hair, turning on 
Pierrette an aged, parchment face in which a pair of 
grey eyes sparkled 

‘ Ah, grandmother, you have come too late * ’ cried 
the poor child, melting into tears, 

Pierrette went to fall on her bed, bereft of all her 
strength, and half killed by the reaction, which in a sick 
girl was inevitable after such a violent struggle. The 
tall withered apparition took her in her arms as a nurse 
takes a child, and went out, followed by Bngaut, with- 
out saying a word to Sylvie, at v/hom, by a tragic glance, 
she hurled majestic accusation. The sight of this digni- 
fied old woman in her Breton costume, shrouded in her 
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coiffe^ which is a sort of long cloak made of black clotli, 
and accompanied by the terrible Brigaut, appalled Sylvie . 
she felt as if she had seen death. 

She went downstairs, heard the door shut, and found 
herself face to face with her brother, who said to her, 
‘They have not killed you then ? ’ 

‘ Go to bed,’ said Sylvie ‘ To-morrow mormng we 
will see what is to be done.’ 

'* She got into bed again, unpicked the stays, and read 
Bngaut’s two letters, which utterly confounded her. 
She went to sleep in the strangest perplexity, never 
dreaming of the terrible legal action to which her conduct 
was to give rise. 

Bngaut’s letter to the widow Lorram had found her 
in the greatest joy, which was chequered when she read 
It The poor old woman, now past seventy, had been 
dying of gnef at having to live without Pierrette at her 
side , she only comforted herself for her loss by the 
belief that she had sacrificed herself to her grandchild’s 
interests She had one of those ever-young hearts to 
which self-sacrifice gives strength and vitality. Her old 
husband, whose on’y joy Pierrette had been, had 
grieved for the child , day after day he had looked for 
her and missed her. It was an old man’s sorrow , the 
sorrow old men live on, and die of at last 

Everybody can therefore imagine the joy felt by this 
poor woman, shut up in an almshouse, on hearing of one 
of those actions which, though rare, still are heard of in 
France. 

After his failure Francois Joseph Collinet, the head of 
the house of Collinet, sailed for America with his children. 
He was a man of too much good feeling to sit down 
at Nantes, ruined and bereft of credit, in the midst of the 
disasters caused by his bankruptcy. From 1814 till 
1824 brave merchant, helped by his children and by 
his cashier, who remained faithful to him and lent him the 
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money to start again^ \^iantly worked to make a second 
fortime. After incredible efforts, that were crowned by 
success, by the eleventh year he was able to return to 
Nantes and rehabilitate himself, leaiung his eldest son at 
the head of the Amencan house. He found Madame 
Lorrain of Pen-Hoel at Saint-Jacques, and beheld the 
resignation with which the most hapless of his fellow- 
vicnms endured her penury. 

‘ God forgive you ! ’ said the old woman, * since yoh 
give me on the brink of the grave the means of securing 
my grandchild’s happiness I, alas ! can never see my 
poor old man’s credit re-estabhshed ’ 

Monsieur Collinet had brought to his creditor her 
capital and interest at trade rates, altogether about forty- 
two thousand ftancs. His other creditors, active, 
wealthy, and capable men, had kept themselves above 
water, while the Lorrains’ overthrow had seemed to old 
Collinet irremediable ; he had now promised the widow 
that he would rehabihtate her husband’s good name, 
finding that it would involve an expenditure of only about 
forty thousand francs more. When this act of generous 
'restitution became known on ’change at Nantes, the 
authorities were eager to re-open its door> to Collinet 
before he had surrendered to the Court at Rennes , but 
the merchant declined the honour, and submitted to all 
the ngour of the Commercial Code. 

Madame Lorrain, then, had receiied forty-two 
thousand francs the day before the post brought her 
Brigaut’s letters. As she signed her receipt, her first 
words were — 

‘Now I can live with my Pierrette, and let her marry 
poor Bngaut, who will make a fortune out of my money I’ 

She could not sit still, she fussed and fidgeted, and 
wanted to set out for Provms. And when she had read the 
fatal letters, she rushed out into the town like a mad thing, 
asking how she could get to Provms with the swiftness of 
lightning. She set out by mail when she heard of the 
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Governmental rapidity of that conveyance. From Pans 
she took the Troyes coach ; she had arrived at eleven 
that evening at Frappier’s, where Brigaut, seeing the old 
Bretohne’s deep despair, at once promised to fetch her 
grand-daughter, after describing Pierrette’s state in a 
few words Those few words so alarmed the old woman 
that she could not control her impatience , she ran out 
tp the Square When Pierrette screamed, her grand- 
mother’s heart was pierced by the cry as keenly as was 
Brigaut’s. The two together would no doubt have 
roused all the inhabitants, if Rogron, in sheer terror, had 
not opened the door. This cry of a girl in extremity 
filled the old woman with strength as great as hdr horror , 
she carried her dear Pierrette all the way to Frappier’s, 
where his wife had hastily arranged Brigaut’s room for 
Pierrette’s grandmother. So in this miserable lodging, 
on a bed scarcely made, they laid the poor child , she 
fainted away, still keeping her hand closed, bruised and 
bleeding as it was, her nails set in the flesh. Brigaut, 
Frappier, his wife, and the old woman contemplated 
Pierrette in silence, all lost in unutterable astonishment. 

‘Why IS her hand covered with blood?’ was the 
grandmother’s first question 

Pierrette, overcome by the sleep which follows such an 
extreme exertion of strength, and knowing that she was 
safe from any violence, relaxed her fingers. Bngaut’s 
letter fell out as an answer. 

‘They wanted to get my letter,’ said Brigaut, falling 
on his knees and picking up the note he had written, 
desiring his little fnend to steal softly out of the Rogrons’ 
house He piously kissed the little martyr’s hand. 

Then there was a thing which made the joiners 
shudder . it was the sight of old Madame Lorrain, a 
sublime spectre, standing by her child’s bedside. Horror 
and vengeance fired with fierce expression the myriad 
wrinkles that furrowed her skin of ivory yellow , on 
her brow, shaded by thin grey locks, sat divine wrath. 
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With the powerful intuition granted to the aged as thej 
approach the tomb, she read all Pierrette’s hfe, of which 
indeed she had been thinking all the way she had 
come. 

She understood the malady that threatened the hfe of 
her darling. Two large tears gathered painfully in her 
grey-and-white eyes, which sorrow had robbed of lashes 
and eyebrows; two beads of gnef that gave a fearfijl 
moisture to those eyes, and swelled and rolled over those 
withered cheeks without wetting them. 

‘ They ha\ e killed her I ’ she said at last, clasping her 
hands. 

She dropped on her knees, which hit two sharp blows 
on the floor; she was making a vow, no doubt, to Sainte- 
Anne d’ Auray, the most powerful hladonna of Brittany. 

‘ A doctor from Paris,’ she next said to Bngaut. ‘ Fly 
there, Bngaut. Go • ’ 

She took the artisan by the shoulders and turned him 
round with a despotic gesture. 

‘ I was coming at any rate, my good Brigaut,’ she said, 
calling him back. ‘ I am nch — Here ! ’ She untied the 
ribbon that fastened her bodice across her bosom, took 
out a paper, in which were wrapped forty-two bank-notes, 
and said, ‘ Take as much as you need ; bring back the 
greatest doctor in Pans ’ 

‘Keep that,’ said Frappier ; ‘he could not change a 
bank-note at this hour I have money ; the diligence will 
pass presently, he wiU be sure to find a place in it. But 
would it not be better first to consult Monsieur Martener, 
who will give us the name of a Pans physician ? The 
diligence is not due for an hour ; we have plenty of time.’ 

Bngaut went off to rouse Monsieur Martener. He 
brought the doctor back with him, not a little surpnsed 
to find Mademoiselle Lorrain at Frappier’s, Bngaut 
descnbed to him the scene that had just taken place at 
the Rogrons’. The loquacity of a despairing lover threw 
light on this domestic drama, though the doctor could 
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not suspect its horrors or its extent. Martener gave 
Brigaut the address of the famous Horace Bianchon, and 
Jacques and his master left the room on hearing the 
approach of the diligence. 

Monsieur Martener sat down, and began by examining 
the bruises and wounds on the girl’s hand, which hung 
out of bed. 

‘ She did not hurt herself in such a way,’ said he. 

* ‘ No, the dreadful creature I was so unhappy as to 
trust her with was torturing her,’ said the grandmother 
‘ My poor Pierrette was crying out, “ Help I Murder * ” 
It was enough to touch the heart of an executioner.’ 

‘ But why ? ’ said the doctor, feeling Pierrette’s pulse 
‘She IS very ill,’ he went on, bringing the light close to 
the bed ‘ We shall hardly save her,’ said he, after look- 
ing at her face ‘ She must have suffered terribly, and I 
cannot understand their having left her without care.’ 

‘ It IS my intention,’ said the old woman, ‘ to appeal to 
justice. Had these people, who wrote to ask me for my 
grand-daughter, saying that they had twelve thousand 
francs a year, any right to make her their cook and give 
her work far beyond her strength ? ’ 

‘ They did not choose to see that she was obviously 
suffering from one of the ailments to which young girls 
are sometimes subject, and needed the greatest care ' ’ 
cried Monsieur Martener. 

Pierrette was roused, partly by the light held by 
Madame Frappier so as to show her face more clearly, 
and partly by the dreadful pain in her head, caused by 
reactionary collapse after her struggle. 

‘ Oh, Monsieur Martener, I am very ill,’ said she, in 
her pretty voice. 

‘ Where is the pain, my child ? ’ said the doctor. 

‘ There,’ she replied, pointing to a spot on her head 
above the left ear. 

‘ There is an abscess ' ’ cried the doctor, after feeling 
Pierrette’s head for some time, and questioning her as 
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to the pnin. ‘You must ttll us everything, my dear, 
to enable us to cure you. Why is your hand in this 
state? You did not iniure it like this }ourscir.’ 

Pierrette artlessly told the talc of licr struggle v/ith 
her cousin Sylvie. 

‘Make her talk to you,’ said the doctor to her grand- 
mother, ‘and learn all about it. J will wait till the 
surgeon arrives from P.aris, and we w'lll call in the hcad^ 
surgeon of the hospital for a consultation. It seems to 
me very serious. I will send a soothing draught to give 
Mademoiselle some sleep. She needs rest.’ 

The old Bretonne, left .alone with her grandchild, 
made her tell cverj'thing, by exerting her influence over 
her, and explaining to her that she was rich enough for 
all three, so that Bngaut need never leave them. The 
poor child confessed all her sufferings, never dreaming 
of the law'suit she was leading up to. The monstrous 
conduct of these two loveless beings, tvho knew nothing 
of family affection, revealed to the old woman worlds of 
torment, as far from her conception as the manners of 
the savage tribes must liavc been to the first travellers 
who penetrated the savannahs of America. 

Her grandmother’s presence, and the certainty of 
living with her for the future in perfect ease, lulled 
Pierrette’s mind as the draught lulled her body. The 
old woman watched by her, kissing her broiv, hair, and 
hands, as the holy women may have kissed Jesus while 
laying Him in the sepulchre. 

By nine in the morning Monsieur Martener went to 
the President of the Courts, and related to him the scene 
of the past night between Sylvie and Pierrette, the moral 
and physical torture, the cruelty of every kind inflicted 
by the kogrons on their ward, and the two fatal maladies 
which had been developed by this ill-usage. The 
President sent for the notary. Monsieur Auffray, a con- 
nection of Pierrette’s on her mother’s side 
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At this moment the war between the Vmet party and 
the Tiphaine party r^'as at its height The gossip 
circulated in Provins b)* the Rogrons and their adherents 
as to the well-known Itatscn between Madame Roguin 
and du Tillet the bankerj and the circumstances of 
Monsieur Rogum’s bankruptcy — Madame Tipbame’s 
father w^as said to have commuted forgery — hit all the 
more surely because, though it w'as scandal, it tvas not 
calumny. Such w’ounds pierced to the bottom of things j 
they attacked self-interest in its most Mtal part. These 
statements, repeated to the partisans of Tiphaine by the 
same speakers who also reported to the Rogrons all the 
sarcasms uttered bv the ‘beautiful Madame Tiphaine’ 
and her friends, added fuel to their hatred, complicated 
as It w^ w’ith political feeling. 

The irritation caused in trance at that time by party 
spirit, which had waxed excessively \iolcnt, was cvery- 
w’here bound up, as it was at Prmins, with imperilled 
interests and offended and antagonistic pruatc feelings 
Each coterie eagerly pounced on anything that might 
damage us rnal. Party animosity was not less impli- 
cated than personal conceit in c\cn tn\ial questions, 
which were often carried to great lengths. A whole 
town threw itself into some dispute, raising it to the 
dignity of a political contest. And so the President 
discerned, in the action bciwi.n Pierrette and the 
Rogrons, a means of confuting, dcscrcduing, and humili- 
ating the owners of that drawing-room where plots were 
hatched against the monarchy, and where the Opposition 
newspaper had had its birth. 

He sent for the public prosecutor. Then Monsieur 
Lesourd, Monsieur Auffray the notarj’ — appointed the 
guardian of Pierrette — and the President of the 
Court discussed in the greatest pnsaev, w’ith lilonsieur 
Martener, what steps could be taken. The leg^ 
guardian was to call a family council (a fonnalitj^ 
french law), and, armed with the evidence of the 
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inciltcil nun, would dctmnd tijc of Ro^ron 

from pinrdiansliip *I he c oc tliiis formulated would 
he hroiiplu before the triium tl, and then Mon icur 
Lc<ourd would f^ct it earned into the Crinnml Court 
by dcmindiiif!; an uujttiry. 

IJy rnui-dn all Pro iu'' wa'i in a ?t»r o-.cr the «;tnnt:c 
reports of V b u had t->t rn pi lec at the Roproii'.’ in the 
course of tJie past lupl t. Pierrette’s, ‘■creams had been ^ 
rcmotclv heard in the Squ tc, hut the) Ind no: lasted 
long, no one h'^d got up, but c’.cr)body Ind asVed in 
tlic morning, *I)a) )0!i hear the no:‘e and rcrcammg at 
about one o’cloeV ' WInt was it ^ * Gi><'ip and 
comment had guen such m’’gMiiudc to the hoTib'c 
, drama that a cro.s d collected in front of ] rappitr’s shop, 
cscrybody cross questioning the honest joiner, who 
described liic girl’s arrital at bis home v ith lier hand 
bleeding and her fingers niangled 

At about one m the afternoon .a post-chaise, con- 
taining Doctor Hianchon, by w’liom sit Hngmt, stopped 
at I'rappicr’s door, and M^'damc Trappier went off to 
the hospital to fetch Monsieur M irtcncr and the Iicad 
surgeon 'Thus the reports heard in the town received 
confirmation. 

The Rogrons were accused of having intentionally 
maltreated their joung cousin, and endangered her life. 
The news reached Vinct at the Law Courts, he left 
his business and burned to the Regrons’. Rngron and 
his sister had just finished brc*akfast Sylvie had avoided 
telling her brother of her defeat dunng the night , she 
allowed him to question her, making no reply but. ‘It 
does not concern you.’ And she bustled to and fro 
between the kitchen and dining-room to avoid all 
discussion. 

She was alone when Vinct walked in. 

‘ Do you know nothing of w hat is going on ? ’ asked 
the lawyer. 

‘ No,’ said Sylvie. 



Pierrette 


‘You are going to have a criminal action brought 
against you for the way in which matters stand with 
Pierrette.’ 

‘A criminal action I ’ said Rogron, coming in. ‘Why <* 
What for?’ 

‘In the first place,’ said Vinet, looking at Sylvie, 
‘ tell me exactly, without subterfuge, all that took place 
last night, as though you were before God, for there is 
some talk of cutting olF Pierrette’s hand.’ 

Sylvie turned ashy pale and shivered ^ 

‘Then there was something I ’ said the lawyer. 

Mademoiselle Rogron told the story, trying to justify 
herself, but on being cross-questioned, related all the 
details of the horrible conflict. 

‘ If you have only broken her fingers, you will only 
appear in the Police Court , but if her hand has to be 
amputated, you will find yourself brought up at the 
Assizes. The Tiphaines will do anything to get you 
there.’ 

Sylvie, more dead than alive, confessed her jealousy, 
and, which was even harder to bring out, how her 
suspicions had blundered 

‘ What a case for trial < ’ exclaimed Vinet ‘ You and 
your brother may be ruined by it , you will be thrown 
over by many of your friends even if you gam it. If 
you do not come out clear, you will have to leave 
Provins ’ 

‘ Oh f my dear Monsieur Vinet — ^you who are such an 
able lawyer,’ cried Rogron, horrified, ‘advise us, save us I ’ 

Vinet dexterously fomented the fears of these two 
fools to the utmost, and declared positively that Madame 
and Mademoiselle de Chargebceuf would hesitate to go 
to their house again. To be forsaken by these two 
ladies would be a fetal condemnation. In short, after an 
hour of magnificent mancEuvnng, it was agreed that in 
order to induce Vinet to save the Rogrons, he must 
have an interest at stake in defending him in the eyes 
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t)f rrovini. In tlic cnu-'-c of the r'.rnin;^ Ro-’ron’i 
cnn.v:cmciu to mart) Mj'hinorcllc dc Ch^rj'^hucwf -ass 
to be ^t^nou^rc{^. 'I'lic Innii'.ucrc to be pub’ died on 
Sunr!n\. 'I'lir nurrnpr-t on tract Would at r)'!cc be drawn 
up 1))' Cotirmnt, .ind Ko, run would fipurc 

in It a^ abindomnp, in con 'tirruion of tin? ailnncc, the 
capita! of her share of the rs"'te In. a ('eed of rift to her 
lirotlicr, rcseri inp only a lifc-iritcrc -t. Vsnet improved 
on Rogron and h,^ s stcr the nece < ta of hatinf^ a draft 
of thte deed drawn up two or three dies bcht'e tl.'^i c.cnt, 
*■0 ae to put Mad line and M idemo s'-I!-' de Ch'rj"cbaruf 
under the neecs itv, m pubhc op nion, of contmump; 
their visits to the Rn^jrons 

‘ Sirrn tint contract, and I will undertake to pet ) 0 !i 
out of the scrape,’ mu' the lav \cr. ‘ It will no doubt he 
a hard ficht, but J will no into it bndv and sjuJ, and ^^u 
will owe me a \crt handsome taper. 

‘ Yes, indeed,’ said Ropron. 

lU ln!f-p'’5t eleven the lav ver was empowered to act 
for them, alike as to the contract and as to the manage*- 
ment of the ease. At noon the President was informed 
that a summons was applied for b\ Vinct against Bngaut 
and the widow Lorrain for abducting Pierrette Lorrain, 
a minor, from the domicile of Jicr guardian. Thus the 
audacious Vinct took up the oflensne, putting Rogron 
in the position of a nnn haiing the law on his side 
This, indeed, was the tone in which the matter was 
commented on in the Law' Courts Tlic President post- 
poned hearing the parties till four o’clock. The excite- 
ment of the town over all these events need not be 
described. The President knew that the medical con- 
sultation W'ould be ended by three o’clock , he vv ished 
that the legal guardian should appear armed with the 
physicians’ verdict. 

’I'hc announcement of Rogron’s engagement to the 
fair Bathilde de Chargcbocuf, and of the deed of gift 
added by Sylvie to the contract, promptly made the 
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Rogrons two enemies — Mademoiselle Habert and the 
Colonel, who thus saw all their hopes dashed. Celeste 
Habert and the Colonel remained ostensibly friends to 
the Rogrons, but only to damage them more effectually. 
So, as soon as Monsieur Martener spoke of the existence 
of an abscess on the brain in the haberdashers’ hapless 
victim. Celeste and the Colonel mentioned the blow 
Pierrette had given herself that evening when Sylvie had 
• dnven her out of the room, and remembered Mademoiselle 
Rogron’s cruel and barbarous remarks. They related 
various instances of the old maid’s utter indifference to 
her ward’s sufferings. Thus these friends of the couple 
admitted serious wrong, while affecting to defend Sylvie 
and her brother. 

Vmet had foreseen this storm , but Mademoiselle de 
Chargebceuf was about to acquire the whole of the 
Rogrons’ fortune, and he promised himself that in a few 
weeks he should see her living in the nice house on the 
Place, and reign conjointly with her over Provins , for 
he was already scheming for a coalition with the 
Breauteys to serve his own ambitions 

From twelve o’clock till four all the ladies of the 
Tiphaine faction — the Garcelands, the Guepins, the 
Julliaids, Mesdames Galardon, Guenee, and the sous- 
prefet’s wife — all sent to inquire after Mademoiselle 
Lorrain. Pierrette knew nothing whatever of this com- 
motion in the town on her behalf. In the midst of 
acute suffering she felt ineffably happy at finding herself 
between her grandmother and Brigaut, the objects of her 
affection. Brigaut's eyes were constantly fuU of tears, 
and the old woman petted her beloved grandchild. 

God knows the grandmother spared the three men of 
science none of the details she had heard from Pierrette 
about her life with the Rogrons > Horace Bianchon 
expressed his indignation in unmeasured terms. Horrified 
by such barbarity, he insisted that the other doctors of 
the town should be called m , so Monsieur Neraud was 
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consultation, signed unanimously by a celebrated Pans 
doctor, sent for in great haste, and by all the medical 
authorities of the town, ascnbe the almost dying state of 
the ward to the ill-treatment she had received at the 
hands of the said Rogron and his sister. As a legal 
formality a family council will be held, with the least 
possible delay, and consulted on the question whether the 
guardian ought not to be held disqualified for his office. 

•We petition that the minor shall not be sent back to her 
guardian’s house, but shall be placed in the hands of 
any other member of the family whom Monsieur le 
President may see fit to designate ’ 

Vinet wanted to reply, saying that the document of 
the consultation ought to be communicated to him that 
he might contravene it 

‘Certainly not to Vinet’s side,’ said the President 
severely, ‘but perhaps to the public prosecutor. The 
case IS closed.’ 

At the foot of the petition the President wrote the 
following injunction — 

‘Inasmuch as that by a consultation unanimously 
signed by the medical faculty of this town and by Doctor 
Bianchon of the medical faculty of Pans, it is proved 
that the girl Lorrain, a minor, claimed by her guardian 
Rogron, is m a very serious state of sickness brought on 
by the ill-usage and cruelty inflicted on her in the house of 
her guardian and his sister, 

‘We, President of the Lower Court of Justice at 
Provins, 

‘Decree on the petition, and enj'oin that until the 
family council shall have been held which, as the pro- 
visional guardian appointed by the law declares, is at 
once to be convened, the said minor shall not re-enter 
her guardian’s residence, but shall be transferred to that 
of the guardian appointed by the law. 

‘ And in the second place, in consideration of the 
minor’s present state of health, and the traces of violence 
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which, in the opinion of the medical men, are to be 
seen on her person, we commission the chief physician 
and chief surgeon of the Hospital of Provins to attend 
her , and in the event of the cruelty being proved to 
have been constant, we reserve all the rights and powers 
of the law, without prejudice to the civil action taken by 
AufFray, the legalised temporary guardian.’ 

This terrible injunction was pronounced by Monsieur 
le President Tiphaine with a loud voice and distinct* 
utterance. 

‘ Why not the hulks at once said Vinet. ‘And all 
this fuss about a httle girl who earned on an intrigue 
with a carpenter’s apprentice ! If this is the way the 
case IS conducted,’ he added msolently, ‘we shall apply 
for other judgment on the plea of legitimate suspicions’ 

Vinet left the Court, and went to the chief leaders of 
his party to explain the position of Rogron, who had 
never given his little cousm a finger-flip, and whom the 
tnbunal had treated, he declared, less as Pierrette’s 
guardian than as the chief voter in Provins. 

To hear him, the Tiphaines were making much ado 
about nothing. The mountain would bnng forth a mouse. 
Sylvie, an eminently religious and well-conducted 
person, had detected an intrigue between her brother’s 
ward and a carpenter’s boy, a Breton named Brigaut 
The young rascal knew very well that the girl would 
have a fortune from her grandmother, and wanted to 
tamper with her. . . . Vinet to talk of tampering I . . . 
Mademoiselle Rogron, who had kept the letters in which 
this httle slut’s wickedness was made clear, was not so 
much to blame as the Tiphaines tned to make her seem. 
Even if she had been betrayed into n'olence to obtain a 
letter, which could easily be accounted for by the irrita- 
tion produced in her by Breton obstinacy, in what was 
Rogron to blame ^ 

The lawyer thus made the action a party matter, and 
contrived to give it political colour. And so, from that 
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evening, there were differences of opinion on the 
question. 

‘ If ^ou hear but one bell, you hear but one note,’ said 
the wise-heads. ‘Have you heard what Vinet has to 
say ? He explains the case very well.’ 

Frappier’s house was regarded as unsuitable for 
Pierrette on account of the noise, which would cause her 
ftiuch pain m the head. Her removal from thence to 
her appointed guardian’s house was as desirable from a 
medical as from a legal point of view. This business 
was effected with the utmost care, and calculated to make 
a great sensation. Pierrette was placed on a stretcher 
with many mattresses, carried by two men, escorted by 
a Grey Sister holding m her hand a bottle of ether, 
followed by her grandmother, Brigaut, Madame Auffray, 
and her maid. The people stood at the windows and in 
the doors to see the little procession pass. No doubt the 
state in which Pierrette was seen and her death-like 
pallor gave immense support to the party adverse to the 
Rogrons The Auffr^s were bent on showing to all 
the town how right the President had been in pronouncing 
his injunction. Pierrette and her grandmother were 
established on the second floor of Monsieur Auffray’s 
house. The notary and his wife lavished on them the 
generosity of the amplest hospitality , they made a 
display of it. Pierrette was nursed by her grandmother, 
and Monsieur Martener came to see her again the same 
evening, with the surgeon. 

From that evening dated much exaggeration on both 
sides. The Rogrons’ room was crowded. Vmet had 
worked up the Liberal faction in the matter. The two 
Chargebceuf ladies dined with the Rogrons, for the 
marriage-contract was to be signed forthwith. Vinet 
had had the banns put up at the Mairie that morning. 
He treated the business of Pierrette as a mere trifle. If 
the Court of Provins could not judge it dispassionately, 

K 


I'jrrrcttc 


( A 

fftr Mijjffiur O-'i'? j ^ i,f t{i- ,1 Ji- a;>t 

t<ic (I i|(l tfisni. t . .* *■ ft ; ri’ UU'> ^’.ch 

. U acUtii). I J r'l t{i" ► >‘j h •" 

C'“ I f!l'’ ti''! 

JHli tlic C!.-ir/r!> rti‘ . V <1* ‘{(.'Jitf.'- V,c.'!.t V.uh 
tc'Um p-opV '1‘4, t!ic {l<t r,, u wr-r ?> uhit-s.a 

mnu, }*ir'rr!!r s't v/d-f J ttic ^Ifi 

‘fVhtrii ific. lu.i cJ.r'i ’i'- * tfj ;! ,if Jj r' ,'u. 

In AI-2t^4rrir I f.'i' r^ncc V 

fjlrn t»ri ti c cl.-' Vtnct ju'ry Iu4 ; 

fjuiK'^tctl f>i' b t lAu •,c^f 1 V crc 

mii'U'ffv, atiii tj''- yt! u.j'*!' I/;:' >-ir jf! the 

Ctiinijul C*)i*t£. Iti the i'l'iiT, I’ler'rttr V 
•tell , lit the upJ^rr tou'n, *' c (un.t tt<iJhb'\ d'- , at the 
‘he luit 4 te'A , u'l h-r 1 '.'n! , ,'t 'Iji’sT.e 

f tpfturtt*', ^^l!: tud I'c: ‘"’U'-hed , one v,o ild }a\c 

ti> 1>: cut f)*’. 

Next d u tlic /(T Ju i a I ctireuirlv' 

clc;cr article, ^'.cH 'vnttc'i, i im’itr'p'cv.c <>! nuiucndo 
mixed up vutli Icpal demu' , v hich p'ac-il tie Ro’fun^ 
alKive xu'p ctfifi. I he Pi J.f, which came out two 
later, could not rci'h vuthout rtsi. o*' iibal , but it xaid 
that m a ca*;?: like the prcN.'nt, the he^t thing was to leave 
justice to take us courie 

The famiU council was couNtitutcd h\ the Justice of 
the Pc ICC of the Provins district, as the legal President, 
m the first phec, of Rugron and the two Auftrays, 
Pierrette’s next-of-km, then of Monsieur Ciprej, a 
nephew of Pierrette’s nutcrtul grandmother He added 
to these Monsieur H ibert, the xoung girl’s director, and 
Colonel Gouraud, who bad alwavs gueii himself out to 
be a comrade of her father’s. Colonel Lorrain. 'Pht 
Justice’s inipnrtiaht) was liighh* applauded in including 
in this famiU' council Monsieur Habert and the Colonel, 
whom all the town regarded as great fritiids of tlic 
Rogrons In the diflicult position in which he found 
himself, Rogron begged to be allowed the support of 
Maitre Vinet on tlic occasion. By this manoeuvre, 
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evidently suggested by Vinet, he succeeded in postponing 
the meeting of the family council till the. end of 
December. 

At that date the President and his wife were in Pans, 
living with Madame Roguin, in consequence of the 
sitting of the Chambers. Thus the Ministerial party at 
Provins was bereft of its head. Vinet had already quietly 
made fnends with the worthy examining judge, Monsieur 
l5esfondrilles, in case the business should assume the 
penal or criminal aspect that Tiphaine had endeavoured 
to give It. 

For three hours Vinet addressed the family council , 
he proved an intnguc between Brigaut and Pierrette, to 
justify Mademoiselle Rogron’s seventy , he pointed out 
how natural it was that the guardian should have left his 
ward under the control of a woman , he dwelt on his 
client’s non-interference in the mode of Pierrette’s educa- 
tion as conducted by Sylvie. But in spite of Vinet’s 
efforts, the meeting unanimously decided on abolishing 
Rogron’s guardianship. Monsieur Auffray was appointed 
Pierrette’s guardian, and Monsieur Ciprey her legal 
guardian. 

They heard the evidence given by Adele the maid, 
who incriminated her former master and mistress , by 
Mademoiselle Habert, who repeated Sylvie’s cruel remarks 
the evening when Pierrette had given herself the dreadful 
blow that everybody had heard, and the comments on 
Pierrette’s health made by Madame de Chargeboeuf, 
Bngaut produced the letter he had received from 
Pierrette, which established their innocence. It was 
proved that the deplorable state in which the minor now 
was resulted from the neglect of her guardian, who was 
responsible in all that related to his ward. Pierrette’s 
illness had struck everybody, even persons in the town 
who did not know the family. Thus the charge of 
cruelty against Rogron was fully sustained. The matter 
would be made public. 
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and in a sort of ideal and invisible palm of victor}' 2ath;red 
by cscry true artist from the jotful ccrtaint} of basing 
achicscd a fine uork. The plusician makes for healing 
as the artist makes for the beautiful, urged on by a noble 
sentiment sshich we call sirtuc. This daily recurring 
battle had extinguished in this man, though a protmaaF, 
the squalid irritation of the warfare going on between 
the Vinet part} and that of the Tiphaincs, as happens 
with men who hate to fight it out ttnth great suftenng* 

Monsieur Martener had at first wished to practise his 
profession m Pans; but the aciuitv of the great city, 
the callousness produced at last in a doctor’s mind by the 
terrific number of sick people and the multitude of serious 
eases, had appalled his gentle soul, which was made for a 
countr}* life. He was in bondage, too, to his pfetty 
birthplace. So he had come back to Proems to marrv 
and settle there, and take almost tender care of a popula- 
tion he could think of as a large family. All the time 
Pierrette was ill he could not bear to speak of her illness. 
His atersion to reply when etcry one asked for news of 
the poor child was so ctidcnt, that at last nobody 
questioned him about her. Pierrette was to him what 
she could not help being — one of those deep, mpterious 
poems, immense in its miser}*, such as occur in the 
terrible life of a physician. He had for this frail girl an 
admiration of which he would betray the secret to no 
one. 

This feeling for his patient was infectious, as all true 
sentiments are; Monsieur and Madame Auffrai’s house, 
so long as Pierrette Ined in it, was peaceful and still. 
Even the children, who of old had had such famous games 
with Pierrette, understood, w'lth childlike grace, that they 
were not to be noisy or troublesome. They made it a 
point of honour to be good because Pierrette was ill. 

Monsieur Auffray’s house is in the upper town, below 
the ruined castle ; built, indeed, on one of the clifr-Iike 
knolls formed by the oierthrow of the old ramparts. 
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might amuse Pierrette, to whom music was rapture. It 
was .n poem to watch her listening to a piece by Weber, 
Ik'cthovcn, or Hcrohi, her c}cs raised to heaven in 
silence, regretting, no doubt, the life she felt slipping 
from lier. Monsieur Peroux the cure and Monsieur 
Habert, her two priestly comforters, admired her pious 
resignation. 

Is It not a strange fact, worthy of the attention alike 
of philosophers and of mere observers, that a sort of* 
seraphic perfection is characteristic of youths and 
maidens marked amid the crowd with the red cross of 
death, like saplings in a forest ? He who has witnessed 
such a death can never remain or become an infidel. 
These beings exhale, as it were, a heavenly fragrance, 
their looks speak of God, their voice is eloquent in the 
most trivial speech, and often sounds like a divine instru- 
ment, expressing the secrets of futurity. When Mon- 
sieur Martener congratulated Pierrette on having earned 
out some disagreeable prescription, this angel would say 
in the presence of all, and with what a look * — 

‘I wish to live, dear Monsieur Martener, less for my 
own sake than for my grandmother’s, for my poor 
Brigaut’s, and for you all, who will be sorry when I die.’ 

The first time she took a walk, in the month of 
November, under a bright Martinmas sun, escorted by 
all the family, Madame AufFray asked her if she were 
tired. 

‘ Now that I have nothing to bear but the pain God 
sends me, I can endure it I find strength to bear 
sulTcring in the joy of being loved.’ 

This was the only time she ever alluded, even so 
remotely, to her horrible martyrdom at the Rogrons’ , 
she never spoke of them , and as the remembrance could 
not fail to be painful, no one mentioned their name. 

‘ Dear Madame AufFray,’ said she one day at noon on 
the terrace, while gazing at the valley lighted up by 
brilliant sunshine and dressed in the russet tints of 
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autumn, ‘my dying days in your house will have brought 
me more happiness than all the three years before.’ 

Madame AufFray looked at her sister, Madame Mar- 
tener, and said to her m a whisper — 

‘ How she would have loved • ’ 

And, indeed, Pierrette’s tone and look gave her words 
unutterable meaning. 

Monsieur Martencr kept up a correspondence with 
^Doctor Bianchon, and tried no serious treatment with- 
out his approbation. He hoped first to restore the girl 
to normal health, and then to enable the abscess to dis- 
charge Itself through the car. The more acute her pain 
was, the more hopeful he felt. With regard to the first 
point he had some success, and that was a great triumph. 
For some days Pierrette recovered her appetite, and 
could satisfy it with substantial food, for which her un- 
healthy state had hitherto given her great aversion , her 
colour improved, but the pain in her head was ternble. 
The doctor now begged the great physician, his con- 
sultec, to come to Provins Bianchon came, stayed two 
days, and advised an operation j he threw himself into 
all poor Martencr’s anxiety, and went himself to fetch 
the famous Dcsplein. So the operation was performed 
by the greatest surgeon of ancient or modern times , but 
tins terrible augur said to Martencr as he went away 
with Bianchon, his best-beloved pupil — 

‘You can save her only by a miracle. As Horace 
has told you, necrosis has set in. At that age the bones 
are still so tender.’ 

The operation was performed early m March 182F. 
All that month Monsieur Martener, alarmed by the 
fearful torments Pierrette endured, made several journeys 
to Pans , he consulted Desplein and Bianchon, to whom 
he even suggested a treatment resembling that known as 
lithotnty — the insertion of a tubular instrument into the 
skull, by which a heroic remedy might be introduced to 
arrest the progress of decay. The daring Desplein dared 
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noi attempt this surgical feat, which only despair had 
suggested to Martencr. 

When the doctor returned from his last journey to 
Paris, his friends thouglit him crestfallen and gloomy. 
One fatal evening he was compelled to announce to the 
Auftray family, to Madame Lorrain, to the confessor, 
and to Brigaut, who were all present, that science could 
do no more for Pierrette, that her life was in the hands 
of God alone Her grandmother took a vow and beggeef 
the cure to sa)’, every morning at daybreak, before 
Pierrette rose, a mass which she and Brigaut would 
attend. 

Tlic case came up for trial. While the Rogrons’ 
victim la^' d)ing, Vinet was calumniating her to the 
Court. The Court ratified the decision of the family 
council, and the lawyer immediately appealed. The 
newdy appointed public prosecutor delivered an address 
which led to an inquiry. Rogron and his sister w'crc 
obliged to find sureties to avoid being sent to pnson. 
The inquiry necessitated the examination of Pierrette 
herself. When Monsieur Dcsfondrillcs went to the 
Auffrays’ house, Pierrette w'as actually d}ing, the pnest 
was at her bedside, and she w'as about to take the last 
sacrament. At that moment she w’as entreating all the 
assembled family to forgive her cousins as she herself 
forgave them, saying, wnth excellent good sense, that 
judgment in such eases belonged to God alone. 

‘Grandmother,’ said she, ‘leave all you possess to 
Brigaut’ — Brigaut melted into tears — ‘and,’ Pierrette 
w'cnt on, ‘ give a thousand francs to good AdHe, who 
used to warm my bed on the sly. If she had stayed 
with my cousins, I should be alive . . .’ 

It w’^as at three o’clock on Easter Tuesday, on a 
beautiful day, that this little angel ceased to suffer. 
Her heroical grandmother insisted on sitting by her all 
night with the priests, and sewing her wundmg-sheet on 
her with her old hands. Towards evening Brigaut 
left the house and went back to Frappier’s. 
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‘ One moment, Brigaut,’ said Monsieur Auffray, seeing 
the Breton brandish his chisel. 

‘ Monsieur Auffray,’ said Brigaut, as pale as the dead 
girl, ‘ I listen to you because you are Monsieur Auftray. 
But at this moment I would not listen to ’ 

‘Justice ' ’ AufFray put in. 

‘ Is there such a thing as Justice ? ’ cried Brigaut. 

‘ That — that is Justice I ’ he went on, threatening the 
^lawyer, the surgeon, and the clerk with his chisel that 
flashed in the sunlight. 

‘ My good fellow,’ said the cure, ‘ Monsieur Rogron’s 
lawyer has appealed to Justice. His client lies under a 
senous accusation, and it is impossible to refuse a suspected 
person the means of clearing himself. According to 
Monsieur Rogron’s advocate, if this poor child died of 
the abscess on the brain, her former guardian must be 
regarded as guiltless , for it is proved that Pierrette for a 
long time concealed the blow she had given herself ’ 

‘ That will do I ’ said Brigaut. 

‘ My client ’ Vinet began. 

‘ Your client,’ cried the Breton, ‘shall go to hell, and 
I to the scaffold , for if one of you makes an attempt to 
touch her whom your client killed — if that sa\vbones does 
not put his knife away, I will strike him dead.’ 

‘ This is overt resistance,’ said V met j ‘ we shall lay it 
before the Court.’ 

The five strangers withdrew. 

‘ Oh, my son I ’ said the old woman, starting up and 
throwing her arms round Brigaut’s neck, ‘ let us bury her 
at once , they will come back.’ 

‘ When once the lead is soldered,’ said the plumber, 
* perhaps they will not dare.’ 

Monsieur Auffray hurried off to his brother-in-law, 
Monsieur Lesourd, to try to get this matter settled. 
V met wished for nothing better. Pierrette once dead, the 
action as to the guardianship, which was not yet decided, 
must die a natural death, without any possibility of 
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arjiuinrm cuher for or the Rn-’roris; thequetion 

rennmed an open one. So the ‘hrc.ui lawvcr Ind 
pcffcitl)' /ori.<.ccii the chect Ini dcniantl uoiild pro- 
duce. 

At tioo'i Mofi'i c.tr Dc'fo'idrillr'c reported to the Bench 
on the inquirj rcbtu)|t to the Krq^ron'., and the Court 
pronounced a irrdict of no c.bc, on ‘iclf-evidcnt pronneb 

lU»pron dared not <.hovv hi^ face at Pjcrrcttc’*. fur era!, 
thoupl) all the toun uac prc<rjit Vi'jict trted to in? 
hun there, hut the c\-hahcrdashcr feared the excitement 
of unucr a! reprobation. 

IJripaut, after <ccinp the pracc filled up In which Pier- 
rette wae laid, left Proiins .Old w ent on fo^at to l^'Tis. He 
addressed .1 petition to the Dauphinc-a; to be allowed, in 
consideration of his fuller’s name, to enlist in the Rota! 
Guard, .nnd was soon afccru.'rd^ enrolled. ^Vhen an 
expedition was littcd out for Algiers, he again wrote to 
the D.iuphincss, hcggitig to he ordered on .'•erne sen ice. 
He was then serpentu ; M 'rslMl Bourmont made him 
sub-lkutcnant of the L.nc 'I he iMajor’> son bchaacd 
like a mati seeking death. But death hxs hitherto 
respected Jacques Bnpiut, who has distinguished himself 
in all the recent expeditions w ithout being once w'oundcd 
He IS now at the Jicnd of a battalion m the Line. There 
is not a more t.nciturn ora better officer. O/F duty he 
is speechless, walks alone, and lues like a machine 
Kter)' one understands and respects some secret sorrow. 
He has fortt-six thousand francs, left him by old Madame 
Lorrain, who died in Parts in 1829 

Vmet was elected depute in 1830, and the services he 
has done to the new Government haec earned him the 
place of Prosccutor-Gcncral. His influence is now' so 
great that he will alwa)S be returned as depute. Rogron 
IS Rcccu cr-Gcncral in the tow'n wlicre Vinet exercises 
his high functions, and bv a singular coincidence Monsieur 
Tiphaine is the chief President of the Supreme Court 
there, for the Judge unhesitatingly attached himself to 
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the new dynasty of July. The ex-beautiful Madame 
Tiphaine lives on very good terms with the beautiful 
Madame Rogron. Vinet and President Tiphaine agree 
perfectly. 

As to Rogron, utterly stupid, he says such things as 
this — 

‘ Louis Philippe will never be really King till he can 
create nobles.’ 

‘ This speech is obviously not his own. 

His failing health allows Madame Rogron to hope 
that ere long she may be free to marry General the 
Marquis de Montriveau, a peer of France, who is 
Governor of the department, and attentive to her. V met 
is always in a hurry to condemn a man to death ; he 
never believes in the innocence of the accused. This 
man, born to be a public prosecutor, is considered one of 
the most amiable men of his district, and is not less 
successful m Pans and in the Chamber ; at Court he is 
the exquisite courtier. 

General Baron Gouraud, that noble relic of our 
glorious armies, has married — as V met promised that he 
should — a Demoiselle Matifat, five-and-twenty years of 
age, the daughter of a druggist in the Rue des Lom- 
bards, who had a fortune of fifty thousand crowns. He 
IS Governor — as Vmet prophesied — of a department 
close to Paris. He was made a peer of France as the 
reward of his conduct in the riots under Casimir Purler’s 
Ministry. Baron Gouraud was one of the generals who 
took the Church of Saint-Merry, delighted to ‘ rap the 
knuckles’ of the civilians who had b^ullied them for 
fifteen years ; and his zeal won him the Grand Cordon 
of the Legion of Honour. 

None of those who were implicated in Pierrette’s death 
have any remorse. Monsieur Desfondrilles is still an 
archaeologist ; but, to promote his own election, Attorney- 
General Vmet took care to have him appointed President 
of the Court. Sylvie holds a little court, and manages 
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Her brother’s a/Fairs , she lends at high interest, and does 
not spend more than twelve hundred francs a year. 

From time to time^ in the httic Square, when some 
son of Provins comes home from Pans to settle there, 
and IS seen coming out of Mademoiselle Rogron’s house, 
some former partisan of the Tiphaines will say, ‘ The 
Rogrons had a very sad affair once about a ward . . .* 

‘A mere party question,’ President Desfondnlles 
replies. ‘Monstrous tales were given out. Out o1 
kindness of heart they took this little Pierrette to live 
with them, a nice child enough, without a penny, 
just as she was growing up she had some intrigue 
with a joiner’s apprentice, and would come to her 
window barefoot to talk to the lad, who used to stand 
just there, do you see ? The lovers sent each other 
notes by means of a string. As you may suppose, in 
her state, and in the months of October and November, 
that was quite enough to upset a little pale-faced girl. 
The Rogrons behaved admirably, they never claimed their 
share of the child’s inheritance , they gave everything to 
the grandmother. The moral of it all, my friends, is 
that the devil always punishes us for a good action.’ 

‘ Oh I this is quite another story, old Frappier told it 
in a very different way * ’ 

‘ Old Frappier consults his cellar more than his 
memory,’ remarked a frequenter of Mademoiselle 
Rogron’s drawing-room. 

‘ But then old Monsieur Habert ’ 

‘ Oh I you know about his share in the matter?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘ Why, he wanted to get his sister married to Monsieur 
Rogron, the Receiver-General.’ 

Two men daily think of Pierrette — Doctor Martener 
and Major Brigaut, who alone know the ternble truth. 

To give that truth immense proportions, it is enough to 
recall the fact that if we change the scene to the Middle 
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Ages, and to the vast theatre of Rome, a sublime girl, 
Beatrice Cena, was dragged to the scaffold for reasons 
and by intrigues almost the same as those which brought 
Pierrette to the tomb. Beatnce Cenci found none to 
defend her but an artist — a painter. And to-day history 
and living people, on the evidence of Guido Rem’s 
portrait, condemn the Pope, and regard Beatrice as one 
of the most pathetic victims of infamous passions and 
ftbtions. 

And we may agree that the law would be a fine 
thing for social roguery, if there were no God. 

November 1830 


L 



THE ABBE BIROTTEAU 


To VID^ Sculptor. 

7 he duration of the work on which I write 
^ou} name — doubly illustrious in our age — is most 
uncertain^ while you inscribe mine on bronze.^ 
which outlives nations even when stamped only 
by the vulgar die of the coiner. JVill not numis- 
matists be puzzled by the many crowned heads in 
your studio, when they find among the ashes of 
Pans these lives, prolonged by you beyond the life 
of nations, in which they will fancy they discover 
dynasties'^ Tours is this divine prerogative — mine 
be the gratitude. De Balzac. 

In the early autumn of 1826 the Abbe Birotteau, the 
principal personage of this story, was caught m a shower 
on his war home from the house where he had spent the 
evening. He was just crossing, as fast as his burly 
weight permitted, a little deserted square known as the 
Close, lying behind the apse of Saint-Gatien at Tours. 

The Abbe Birotteau, a short man of apoplectic build, 
and now sixty years of age, bad already had several 
attacks of gout. Hence, of all the minor misenes of 
human life, that which the worthy man held m most 
horror was the sudden wetting of his shoes with their 
large silver buckles, and the immersion of their soles. 
In fact, notwithstanding the flannel lining in which he 
packed his feet in all weathers, with the care a pnest 
162 
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always takes of himself, they often got a little damp ; 
then, next day, the gout unfeilingly gave him proof of 
its constancy. 

However, as the cobbles m the Close are always dry, 
and as the Abbe had won three francs and ten sous at 
whist from Madame de Listomere, he submitted to the 
ram with resignation from the middle of the Place de 
I’Archeveche, where it had begun to fall heavily. More- 
over, at this moment he was brooding over his chimera, 
a longing already twelve years old, a pnest’s day-dream < 
A dream which, recurring every evening, now seemed 
likely to find fulfilment , in short, he was too well 
wrapped in the fur sleeves of a canon’s robes to be 
sensitive to the seventies of the weather. In the course 
of this evenmg the accustomed guests who met at 
Madame de Listomere’s had as good as promised him a 
nomination to the canon’s stall at present vacant in 
the Metropolitan Chapter of Saint-Gatien, by proving 
to him that no orie better deserved it than he, whose 
claims were indisputable, though so long ignored. If he 
had lost at cards, if he had heard that the canonry was 
given to the Abbe Poirel, his rival, the good man would 
have found the ram very cold , he might have abused 
life. But he was in one of those rare moments when 
delightful sensations make us forget everything. Though 
he hastened his pace, it was in obedience to a mechanical 
impulse, and truth — so indispensable in a tale of domestic 
life — requires us to say that he was thinking neither of 
the shower nor of the gout. 

There were formerly round this Close, on the side by 
the Grand’ Rue, a number of houses standing within a 
wall,^ and belonging to the Cathedral, inhabited by 
certain digmtanes of the Chapter. Since the sequestra- 
tion of ecclesiastical property, the town has taken the 
alley dividing these houses as a public way, by the name 
of Rue de k Psalette, leadmg from the Close to the 
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High Street. The name itself shows that here former!} 
dwelt the precentor with his schools and those who 
were within his jurisdiction. The left side of the street 
is formed of one large house, its garden v.aiis being 
bridged by the flying buttresses of Saint-Gatien, which 
spring from the ground of its strip of garden, malting 
It doubtful whether the Cathedral were built before or 
after that ancient dwelling. But by examining the 
mouldings and the shape of the windows, the arch ef 
the doorway, and the external architecture of the house, 
darkened by time, an archaeologist detects that it had 
always been part and parcel of the magnificent church 
to which it is w’edded. An antiquarian — if there were 
one at Tours, one of the least literar}* towns of France 
— might e\en discern at the entrance to the passage 
from the Close some traces of the covered archway which 
of old sened as an entry* to these priestly dwellings, and 
which must have harmonised in character with the 
mam edifice. 

This house, being to the north of Saint-Gatien, lies 
always in the shadow of this vast Cathedral, on which 
time has cast its gloomy mantle, stamped wrinkles, and 
set Its damp chill, its mosses, and stragghng weeds. 
And it is perennially wrapped in the deepest silence, 
broken only by the tolling of the bells, the chanted 
semce heard through the Cathedral walls, or the cawing 
of jackdaws nesting at the top of the belfries. The 
spot is a desert of masonry, a solitude full of individuality, 
in which none could dwell but beings absolutely mindless, 
or gifted with immense strength of souL 

The house in question had always been the home of 
Abbes, and belonged to an old maid named i^lademoiseUe 
Gamard. Although during the Terror the property had 
been bought from the nation by Mademoiselle Gamard’s 
father, as the worthy maiden had for twentv years past 
let the rooms to priests, no one, at the Restoration, 
could take it lU that a bigot should not surrender a piece 
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Birottcau had found it impo'^ihlc to smother this desire, 
which often made him dreadful!’,' unhrpps' when he 
reflected that only the death of his best friend could 
satisfy (his hidden covctou'nc-s, which ncscrthclcss 
constantiv incrta'cd. 

The Abbe Chapeioud and his friend Birottcau were 
not rich. Both sons of pcisuitc^ thc\ had nothing but 
the poor emolument doled out to priests, and their small 
savings had been 'pent in tiding over the cu! days of 
the Rc\olution. ^Vlitn Napoleon re-established Catholic 
worship, the Abbe Chapeioud was nrdc canon of Samt- 
Gaticn, and the Abbe Birottcau became vtcatre^ or mass- 
pnest, of the Cathedral It was then that Chapeioud 
w'cnt to board with Aladcmoisellc Gamard. When 
Birottenu first calle’d on the canon in Ins new residence, 
he thought the rooms delightful!) .arranged, but that 
was all Tlic beginnings of this concupiscence for furni- 
ture were like those of a real p-’ssioij in a }oung man, 
which often at far>t is no more than cold admiration of 
the woman he subsequenth loses for escr. 

These rooms, reached by a stone staircase, were on 
the side of the house looking south The Abbe 
Troubert inhabited die ground floor, and Mademoiselle 
Gamard the first floor of the mam front to the street. 
When Chapeioud went in, the rooms were bare and the 
ceilings blackened by smoke TJic chimney fronts, 
clumsily carved in stone, had never been painted. All 
the furniture the poor canon could at first put in 
consisted of a bed, a table, some chairs, and his few 
books The apartment waas like a fine woman m rags. 

But civ'o or three jears later, an old lady having left 
the Abbe Chapeioud tw'o thousand francs, he laid out 
the money m the purchase of an oak bookcase, saved 
from the destruction of an old chateau pulled down by 
the Bande noire (a company who bought old buildings 
to demolish), and remarkable for carvings worthy of the 
admiration of artists. The Abbe made the purchase, 



The Abbe Birotteau 


167 

fascinated less by its cheapness than by its exact corre- 
spondence in size with the dimensions of his corridor 
His savings then allowed him completely to restore this 
corridor, until now abandoned to neglect. The floor 
was carefully waxed, the ceiling white-washed, the wood- 
work painted and grained to imitate the tone and knots 
of oak. A marble chimney-shelf replaced the old one. 
The Canon had taste enough to hunt up and find some 
i^ld armchairs of carved walnut wood Then a long 
ebony table and two little Boulle cabmets gave this 
library a finish full of character. 

Within two years, the liberality of various devout 
persons, and the bequests of pious penitents, though 
small, had filled the shelves of the bookcase hitherto 
vacant Finally, an uncle of Chapeloud’s,an old Oratonan, 
left him his collection in folio of the Fathers of the 
Churchy and several other large works of value to an 
ecclesiastic. 

Birotteau, more* and more surprised by the successive 
transformations in this formerly bare corridor, by degrees 
became involuntarily covetous He longed to possess 
this study, so perfectly adapted to the gravity of priestly 
habits. This passion grew day by day. Spending whole 
days, as he often did, in working in this snuggery, he 
could appreciate the silence and peace of it, after having 
at first admired its comfortable arrangement For the 
next few years the Abbe Chapeloud used this retreat as 
an oratory which his lady friends delighted to embellish 
Later, again, a lady presented to the Canon a piece of 
furniture in worsted work for his bedroom, at which 
she had long been stitching under the amiable priest’s 
eyes without his suspecting its purpose. Then Birot- 
teau was as much dazzled by tJie bedroom as by the 
library. 

Finally, three years before his death, the Abbe 
Chapeloud had completed the comfort of his rooms by 
decorating the drawing-room Though simply furnished 
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with red! Utrecht velvet, this had been too much for 
Birotteau. From the day when the Canon’s friend first 
saw the red silk curtaws^ the mahogany furniture, the 
Aubusson carpet that graced this large room, freshly 
painted, Chapeloud’s apartment became to him the 
object of a secret monomania. To live there, to sleep 
in the great bed with silk curtains in which the Canon 
slept, and have all his comforts about him as Chapeloud 
had, seemed to Birotteau perfect happiness, he looketi 
for nothing beyond. Every feeling which envy and 
ambition arouse in the souls of other men, was, in that 
of the Abbe Birotteau, centred in the deep and secret 
longing with which he wished for a home like that 
created for himself by the Abbe Chapeloud. When his 
friend fell ill, it was no doubt sincere affection that 
brought Birotteau to see him , but on first heanng of 
the Canon’s sickness, and while sitting with him, there 
rose from the depths of his soul a thousand thoughts, 
of which the simplest formula wal always this, ‘If 
Chapeloud dies, I can have his rooms.’ Still, as Birot- 
teau had a good heart, strict pnnciples, and a narrow 
intellect, he never went so far as to conceive of 
means for getting his friend to leave him his library and 
furniture. 

The Abbe Chapeloud, an amiable and indulgent 
egoist, guessed his friend’s mania — which it was not 
difficult to do, and forgave it — which for a pnest would 
seem less easy. Still, Birotteau, whose fnendship remained 
imaltered, never ceased to walk day after day with the 
Canon up and down the same path in the Mall at Tours 
without curtailing by a single minute the time devoted 
to this exercise for the last twenty years. Birotteau 
thought of his involuntary wishes as sms, and would 
have been capable, in sheer contrition, of the utmost 
devotion for Chapeloud’s sake. 

The Canon paid his debt to this sincere and artless 
brotherliness by saying, a few days before his death, to 
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the priest, who was reading to him from the ^otidienne^ 
‘ You will get the rooms this time. I feel that it is all 
over with me.’ 

In fact, by his will, the Abbe Chapeloud left his 
library and furniture to Birotteau. The possession of 
these much-longed-for things, and the prospect of being 
taken as a boarder by Mademoiselle Gamard, greatly 
softened Birotteau’s grief at the loss of his friend the 
•Canon. He would not perhaps have called him to life 
again, but he wept for him. For several days he was 
like Gargantua, whose wife died in giving birth to 
Pantagruel, and who knew not whether to rejoice over 
his son’s birth or to lament at having buried his good 
Badebec, and made the mistake of rejoicing at his wife’s 
death and deploring the birth of Pantagruel. 

The Abbe Birotteau spent the first days of his grief in 
venfying the volumes of hts library, and enjoying the 
use of his furniture, examining them, and saying in a 
tone, which, unfortunately, could not be recorded, ‘ Poor 
Chapeloud I ’ In short, his joy and his grief were so 
absorbing that he felt no distress at seeing the canonry 
bestowed on another, though the lamented Chapeloud 
had always hoped that Birotteau might be his successor. 
Mademoiselle Gamard received the Abbe with pleasure 
as a boarder, and he thus enjoyed thenceforth all the 
delights of material existence that the deceased Canon 
had so highly praised. 

Incalculable advantages ^ For, to hear the late 
departed Canon Chapeloud, not one of the priests who 
dwelt in the town of Tours, not even the Archbishop 
himself, could be the object of care so delicate or so 
precise as that lavished by Mademoiselle Gamard on her 
two boarders The first words spoken by the Canon to 
his friend as they walked in the Mall had almost always 
referred to the excellent dinner he had just eaten , and it 
was a rare thing if, in the course of the seven walks they 
took in the week, he did not happen to say at least four- 
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teen times, 'That good womart has certainly a vocation 
for taking charge of the pncsthood.’ 

' Only think,’ said the Canon to Birotteau, ' for twelve 
successive years clean linen, albs,surplices, bands — nothing 
has ever been missing. I always find everything in its 
place and in sufficient numbers, all smelling of orris-root. 
My ftirniture is constantly polished, and so well wiped 
that for a long time past I have not known what dust 
means. Did you ever see a speck in my rooms ? Then* 
the fire-logs are well chosen, the smallest things are all 
good , m short, it is as if Mademoiselle Gamard always 
had an eye on my room. I cannot recollect in ten year^ 
ever having had to ring twice for anything whatever! 
That I call living I never to have to look for a thing, no» 
even for one’s slippers , always to find a good fire and al 
good table. Once my bellows put me out, the nozzle* 
had got burnt , I had not to complain twice The very 
next day Mademoiselle had bought me a nice pair of 
bellows and the pair of tongs you see me use to put the 
fire together.’ 

Birotteau’s only reply was, ' Smelling of orris-root > ’ 
That smelling of orris-root always struck him. The 
Canon’s words painted a really ideal state of happiness to 
the poor priest whose bands and albs nearly turned his 
brain , for he had no sense of order, and not unfrequently 
forgot to bespeak his dinner. And so, whenever he 
caught sight of Mademoiselle Gamard at Saint-Gatien, 
either while going round for the offertory or while 
reading mass, he never failed to give her a gentle and 
kindly glance such as Saint Theresa may have raised to 
heaven. 

Though the comfort which eveiy creature desires, and 
of which he had so often dreamed, had now fellen to his 
lot, as It IS difficult for any man, even for a priest, to 
live without a hobby, for the last eighteen months the 
Abbe Birotteau had substituted for his two gratified 
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passions a craving for a canonry. The title of canon 
had become to him what that of a peer must be to a 
plebeian minister. And the probability of a nomination, 
the hopes he had just been encouraged in at Madame de 
Listomere’s, had so effectually turned his brain that it 
was only on reaching home that he discoveied that he 
had left his umbrella at her house. Perhaps, indeed, but 
for the ram that fell in torrents, he would not have 
’remembered it then, so completely was he absorbed in 
repeating to himself all that had been said on the subject 
of his preferment by the members of the party at 
Madame de Listomere’s — an old lady with whom he 
spent every Wednesday evening 

The Abbe rang sharply as a hint to the maid not to 
keep him waiting. Then he shrank into the corner by 
the door so as to be splashed as little as possible ; but the 
water from the roof ran off precisely on the toes of his 
shoes, and the gu^ts of wind blew on to him squalls of 
rain not unlike a repeated shower bath. After calculating 
the time necessary for coming from the kitchen to pull 
the latch-string under the door, he rang again, a very 
significant peal. ‘ They cannot have gone out,’ thought 
he, hearing not a sound within And for the third time 
he rang, again and again, a peal that sounded so sharply 
through the house, and was so loudly repeated by every 
echo in the Cathedral, that it was impossible not to 
be roused by this assertive jangle And a few moments 
after it was not without satisfaction, mingled with 
annoyance, that he heard the maid’s wooden shoes 
clattenng over the pebbly stone floor. Still, the gouty 
pnest’s troubles were not over so soon as he thought. 
Instead of pulling the latch, Marianne was obliged to 
unlock the door with the huge key, and draw back the 
bolts. 

‘ How can you leave me to ring three times in such 
weather ? ’ said he to Marianne. 

‘ Why, sir, as you see, the house was locked up. Every- 
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body has been m bed a long time j it has struck a quarter 
to ten. Mademoiselle must have thought you had not 
gone out.’ 

‘ But you yourself saw me go out. Besides, Made- 
moiselle knows very well that I go to Madame de 
Listomere’s even^ Wednesday.’ 

‘Well, sir, I only did as Mademoiselle told me,’ 
replied Marianne, locking the door again. 

These words were a blow to the Abbe, which he felt 
all the more keenly for the intense bliss of his day-dream. 
He said nothing, but followed Marianne to the kitchen, 
to fetch his bedroom candle, which he supposed would 
have been brought down there. But instead of going 
to the kitchen, Marianne lighted the Abbe up to his 
rooms, where he found the candlestick on a table out- 
side the door of the red drawing-room, in a sort of 
anteroom, formed of the stair-landing, which the 
Canon had shut in for the purpose^ by a large glass 
partition. Dumb with surprise, he hurried into his 
bedroom, found no fire on the hearth, and called 
Marianne, whcmad not yet had time to go downstairs. 

‘You have not lighted my fire ? ’ said he. 

‘ I beg your pardon, sir , it must have gone out 
again.’ 

Birotteau looked again at the hearth, and saw plainly 
that the ashes had been piled there since the morning. 

‘ I want to dry my feet,’ he went on , ‘ make up the 
fire.’ 

Marianne obeyed with the haste of a woman who wants 
to go to sleep. While the Abbe himself hunted for his 
slippers, faihng to see them in the middle of his bed-rug, 
as usual, he made certain observations as to the way 
Marianne was dressed, which proved to a demonstration 
that she had not just got out of bed, as she had asserted 
And he then remembered that for about a fortnight 
past he had been weaned from all the little attentions 
that had made life so endurable for the last eighteen 
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months. Now, as it is in the nature of narrow minds to 
argue from minute things, he at once gave himself up to 
deep reflections on these four incidents, imperceptible to 
anybody else, but to him nothing less than four cata- 
strophes. The oversight as to his slippers, Marianne’s 
falsehood with regard to the fire, the unaccustomed 
removal of his candlestick to the table in the anteroom, 
and the long waiting so ingeniously inflicted on him, on 
5he threshold m the rain, were ominous of a complete 
wreck of his happiness. 

When the fire was blazing on the dogs, when his 
night-lamp was lighted, and Marianne had left him 
without inquinng as usual, ‘ Does Monsieur need any- 
thing further ? ’ the Abbe sank gently into his departed 
friend’s roomy and handsome easy-chair , still, his action 
as he dropped into it was somewhat melancholy. The 
worthy man was oppressed by the presentiment of 
ternble disaster. His eyes fell in succession on the 
handsome timepie?:e, the chest of drawers, the chairs, 
curtains, and rugs, the four-post bed, the holy-water 
shell and the crucifix, on a Virgin by le Valentin, on a 
Christ by Lebrun — in short, on all the details of the 
room , the expression of his face betrayed the pangs of 
the tenderest farewell that a lover ever looked at his first 
mistress, or an old man at his latest plantation. The 
Abbe had just detected — a little late, it is true — the 
symptoms of a covert persecution to which he had for 
about three months been subjected by Mademoiselle 
Gamard, whose ill-will would no doubt have been 
suspected sooner by a man of keener intelligence. 

Have not all old maids a certain talent for emphasising 
the acts and words suggested to them by hatred ? They 
scratch as cats do. And not only do they hurt, but 
they take pleasure in hurting, and in making their 
victim see that they can hurt. While a man of the 
world would not have allowed himself to be clawed a 
second time, the worthy Birotteau had taken several 
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‘icratches in the fhec hcforc he had conceived of malig- 
nant purpo'^c. 

Immediately, witli the inquisttioral shrewdnes' 
acquired by priests, accustomed as they arc to direct 
consciences and to intcstigatc trifles from the shades of 
the confessional, the Abbe Birottcau set to work to for- 
mulate the following proposition — as though it were 
the basis of a religious controversy. — Granting that 
Mademoiselle Gamard may have forgotten Madamcf 
dc Listomerc’s evening — that Marianne had neglected 
to li^ht my fire — that they thought I was at home; 
as It IS certain that I, viyelf^ must have taken mj candle- 
stick downstairs this morning • * * — it is impossible that 
Mademoiselle Gamard, seeing it in her sitting-room, 
could have supposed I had gone to bed. 
Mademoiselle Gamard left me at the door in the ram on 
purpose , and by liaving the candlestick earned up to 
my rooms she meant me to know it — ‘ What docs it 
mean ^ ’ he said aloud, carried away by*thc gravitj' of the 
ease, as he rose to take off his wet clothes, and put on 
his dressing-gown and his nightcap Then he went 
from the bed to the fire gesticulating and jerking out 
such comments as these, m various tones of voice, all 
ended III a falsetto pitch as though to represent points of 
interrogation. 

‘ What the deuce have I done ? Why does she ouc 
me a grudge ? — Marianne cannot have forgotten my 
fire , Mademoiselle must have told her not to light it * 

I should be childish not to see from the tone and manner 
she assumes towards me that I have been so unfortunate 
as to displease her. — Nothing of the kind ever happened 
to Chapeloud * — It will be impossible for me to live in 
the midst of the annoyances that ... At my age too ^ ’ 

He went to bed, hoping to clear up on the morrow 
the cause of the hatred which was destroying for ever 
the happiness he had enjoyed for two years after wishing 
for it so long. Alas ^ the secret motives of Mademoiselle 
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Gamard’s feeling against him were destined to 
for ever unknown to him j not because they were dimcult 
to guess, but because the poor man had not the simple 
candour which enables great minds and through 
scoundrels to recognise and judge themselves. Only a 
man of genius or a master of intrigue ever says to him- 
self, ‘I was to blame.’ Interest and talent arc the only 
conscientious and lucid counsellors. 

> Now, the Abbe Birotteau, whose kindliness w’ent to 
the pitch of silliness, whose knowledge was a sort of 
veneer laid on by patient work, who had no experience 
whatever of the world and its ways, and who lived 
between the altar and the confessional, chiefly engaged 
in deciding trivial cases of conscience in his capacity of 
confessor to the schools of the town and to some noble 
souls who appreciated him — the Abbe Birotteau was, in 
short, to be regarded as a big baby to whom the greater 
part of social customs were absolutely unknown. At 
the same time, the Selfishness natural to all human beings, 
reinforced by the egoism peculiar to a priest, and by 
that of the narrow life of a provincial town, had insen- 
sibly grown strong in him without his suspecting it. 
If any one had taken enough interest in searching the 
good man’s soul to show him that, in the infinitely 
small details of his existence and the trivial duties of his 
private life, he failed essentially in the self-sacrifice he 
professed, he would have punished and mortified himself 
in all sincerity. 

But those whom we offend, even unw’ittingly, reck 
hot of ow innocence ; they desire and achieve revenge. 
Thus Birotteau, weak as he was, was doomed to suffer 
under the hand of that great distributive Justice which 
always trusts the world to carry out its sentences, known 
to many .simpletons as the misfortunes of life. 

There was this difference between Canon Chapeloud 
and the Abbe . one was a witty and ingenious egoist, 
the other an honest and clumsy one. When Monsieur 
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Chapeloud had come to board with Mademoiselle 
Gamard, he could perfectly well gauge his landlady’s 
character. The confessional had enlightened him as to 
the bitterness infused into an old maid’s heart by the 
misfortune of finding herself outside society, his 
behaviour to Mademoiselle Gamard was shrewdly calcu- 
lated. The lady being no more than eight-and-thirty, 
still had those little pretensions which, in such discreet 
persons, turn in later years into a high opinion of them-* 
selves. 

The Canon understood that, to live comfortably with 
Mademoiselle Gamard, he must always show her the 
same respect and attention, and be more infallible than 
the Pope. To attain this end he established no points 
of contact between himself and her beyond what the 
strictest politeness required, and those necessarily sub- 
sisting between two persons living under the same roof. 
Thus, though he and the Abbe Troubert regularly took 
their three meals a days, he had never tippeared at break- 
fast, but had accustomed Mademoiselle Gamard to send 
up to him, in his bed, a cup of coffee with milk. Then, 
he had avoided the boredom of supper by always taking 
tea at some house where he spent the evening. Thus 
he rarely saw his landlady at any time of the day except- 
ing at dinner, but he always came into the room a few 
minutes before the hour. During this polite little visit, 
every day of the twelve years he had spent under her 
roof he had asked her the same questions and received 
the same answers. How Mademoiselle Gamard had 
slept dunng the night, the breakfast, little domestic 
events, the appearance of her face, the health of her 
person, the weather, the length of the Church services, 
the incidents of the morning’s Mass, the health of this or 
that pnest, constituted the themes of this daily dialogue. 

Dunng dinner he always indulged her with indirect 
flattery, going on trom the quality of the fish, the excel- 
lence of some seasoning, or the merits of a sauce, to 
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those of Mademoiselle Gamard and her virtues as a house- 
keeper. He was sure of soothing all the old maid’s conceits 
when he praised the art with which her preserves were 
made, her gherkins pickled, and the excellence of her jam, 
her pies, and other gastronomical inventions. Finally, 
the wily Canon never quitted her yellow drawing-room 
without remarking that there was not another house in 
Tours where the coffee was so good as that he had just 
been drinking. 

Thanks to this perfect comprehension of Mademoiselle 
Gamard’s character, and this science of life as practised 
by the Canon for those twelve years, no grounds had ever 
occurred for a discussion on any matter of domestic dis- 
cipline. The Abbe Chapeloud had from the first 
discerned every angle, every rasping edge, every asperity 
in this old maid, and had so regulated the effect of the 
tangents where they inevitably met, as to secure from 
her every concession needed for peace and happiness in 
life. And MademAisellc Gamard would always say that 
Canon Chapeloud was a most amiable man, very easy to 
live with, and full of wit. 

As to the Abbe Troubert, the bigot never by any 
chance spoke of him. Troubert had so completely 
fallen into the routine of her life, like a satellite in the 
orbit of Its planet, that he had become to her a sort of 
mongrel creature between those of the human and those 
of the canine species , he filled a place in her mind 
exactly below that occupied by her friends and that filled 
by a fat asthmatic pug-dog to which she was tenderly 
devoted , she managed him completely, and their interests 
became so inextricably knit that many persons of Made- 
moiselle Gamard’s circle supposed that the Abbe Troubert 
had an eye to the old maid’s fortune, and was attaching 
her to him by his constant patience, guiding her all the 
more effectually because he affected to obey her, never 
allowing her to see in him the faintest wish to rule her. 

When the Canon died, the old maid, anxious to have 

M 
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4 b'uaicr of qiirt h-ibu<., naniMih tlmtij'ht of tins priest, 
'Die Ctnnn' will li.-d fn )t yet b'-cii opened when M.idc- 
tno’^clle (J-ttuard ’v.w meditating; the 

tlrpirtcd C.inonV tipper rooms to her v.mrtliy Abbe 
rrmihcrt, whom 'he ihou'’ht but poo’-Jy lodged on the 
protiml Hoor. Uot when the Abbe liirottcau came to 
disvii'^. V ith her the written conditions of her terms, 
she found that he was to much in lose with the lodgings 
lor wliicli he had long chcrislicd n passion he might now 
tiow, tliit she did no: senture to propose ?n exchange, 
.and ancftion gave ss.tj before the pressure of interest. 
To console her fa*. oiiritc Ahhc, JMndcmo.<e!lc substi- 
tuted a parquet fin >nm; tn a neat pattern for the v lute 
Ch itt 'u-Rcnaud tiles m the ground-fioor rooms, and 
icbuilt a cinmnea that snuAcd. 

I'lic Ahhc Ihrotcc.iu h td seen his friend Chapcioud 
const.inth for twcKc ac.ars, without us cacr having 
oLCurrcii to Inna to woin^cr wh) he was so c'*'ccssucly 
circuinsp’-tt in his irucrcourre with tile old m.aid. ^Vhcn 
he c'lm. to Inc under tins sairuh danucl’s roof he felt 
hhc n lover on the verge of happmc'S Even if he had 
not been blinded bv natural stupiditv, his c)cs were too 
much d.a//led bv contentment for him to be capable of 
g.iuging Madcmnisellc Gamard or of considenng the due 
measure of ins daily relations vsith her. Madcinotscllc 
Gimard, seen from afar, through the prism of the 
maternal enjoyment the Abbe dreamed of finding with 
her, .appeared to him an admirable creature, a perfect 
Christian, an essentially charitable soul, the woman of 
the Gospel, the wise Virgin graced with the humble and 
modest virtues which shed celestial fragrance over life 
And thus, with all the enthusiasm of a man who has 
reached a long-vvished-for goal, witli the simplicity of a 
child and the silly hccdlcssncss of an old man devoid of 
worldly experience, he came into Mademoiselle Gamard s 
life as a fly is caught in a spider’s web 

So the first daj he was to dine and sleep in the old 
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maid’s house he lingered in her drawing-room, as much 
in the wish to make acquaintance with her as in the 
inexplicable embarrassment that often troubles shy people 
and makes them fear lest they should be rude if they 
break ofF a conversation to leave the room. So there he 
remained all the evening. Another old maid, a friend of 
Birotteau’s, Mademoiselle Salomon de Villenoix, came 
in the evening. Then Mademoiselle Gamard had the 
jby of arranging a game of boston. The Abbe, as he 
went to bed, thought he had had a very pleasant 
evening. 

As yet he knew Mademoiselle Gamard and the Abbe 
Troubert but very little, and saw only the surface. Few 
persons show their faults unveiled at first. Generally 
everybody tnes to assume an att-active exterior. So 
Birotteau conceived the delightful purpose of devot- 
ing his evenings to Mademoiselle C^mard instead of 
spending them elsewhere The lady had some few years 
since conceived a desire which revived more strongly 
every day. This desire, common to old men, and even 
to pretty women, had become in her a passion like that 
of Birotteau for his friend Chapeloud’s rooms, and was 
rooted in the old maid’s heart by the feelings of pride, 
egoism, envy, and vanity which are innate in the worldly- 
minded. This story repeats itself in every age. You 
have but slightly to enlarge the circle at the bottom of 
which these personages are about to move, to find the 
co-efficient motive of events which happen in the 
highest ranks of society. 

Mademoiselle Gamard spent her evenings at six or 
eight different houses by turns. Whether it was that she 
was annoyed at having to seek company, and thought 
that at her age she had a right to expect some 
return ; whether her conceit was affronted by her having 
no circle of her own ; or whether it was that her vanity 
craved the compliments and amusements she saw -her 
friends enjoying, — all her ambition was to make her salon 
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a centre of union towards which a certain number of 
persons would tend every evening with pleasure. When 
Birotteau and his fnend Mademoiselle Salomon had 
spent a few evenings in her room with the faithful and 
patient Abbe Troubert, one night, as she came out of 
Saint-Gatien, Mademoiselle Gamard said to the land 
friends of whom she had hitherto considered herself the 
slave, that those who cared to see her might very well 
come once a week to her house, where a sufficient part^ 
met already to make up a game of boston , that she 
could not leave her new boarder, the Abbe Birotteau, 
alone ; that Mademoiselle Salomon had not yet missed a 
single evening of the week; that she belonged to her 
boarders ; and that, etc., etc. 

Her speech was all the more humbly haughty and 
volubly sweet because Mademoiselle Salomon de Ville- 
noix belonged to the most aristocratic circle in Tours. 
Though Mademoiselle Salomon came solely for the Abbe’s 
sake, Mademoiselle Gamard tnumphed m having her in 
her drawing-room. Thanks to the Abbe Birotteau, she 
found herself on the eve of succeeding in her great 
scheme of forming a circle which might become as 
numerous and as agreeable as were those of Madame de 
Listomere, of Mademoiselle Merhn de la Blottiere, and 
other devout persons in a position to receive the pious 
society of Tours. But, alas ^ the Abbe Birotteau brought 
Mademoiselle Gamard’s hopes to an overthrow. 

Now, if any persons, who have attained m hfe the 
enjoyment of a long-wished-for happiness, have entered 
into the gladness the Abbe must have felt in lying down 
to rest in Chapeloud’s bed, they must also form a slight 
notion of Mademoiselle Gamard’s chagnn at the rum of 
her chenshed scheme. After accepting his good fortune 
patiently enough for six months, Birotteau deserted his 
home, carrying with him Mademoiselle Salomon. 

In spite of unheard-of efforts, the ambitious Gamard 
had secured no more than five or six recruits, whose 
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fidelity was very problematical, and at least foul unfailing 
visitors were needed for regular boston. She was conse- 
quently obliged to make honourable amends and return 
to her old friends, for old maids are too poor company to 
themselves not to crave the doubtful pleasures of society. 

The causes of this defection are easily imagined 
Though the Abbe was one of those to whom Paradise 
shall one day be opened in virtue of the words, ‘ Blessed 
‘‘are the poor in spirit,’ he, like many fools, could not 
endure the weariness inflicted on him by other fools. 
Unintelligent persons are like weeds that thnve in good 
ground , they love to be amused m proportion to the 
degree m which they weary themselves. Being the 
incarnation of the dulness they suffer from, the craving 
they perpetually feel to be divorced from themselves 
produces the mania for excitement, the need to be where 
they are not, which characterises them as it does other 
creatures who lac|: feeling, or whose lot is a failure, or 
who suffer by their own fault. Without understanding 
too clearly the vacuity and nullity of Mademoiselle 
Gamard, or discerning the smallness of her mind, poor 
Birotteau discovered, too late for happiness, the faults 
she had in common vnth all old maids, as well as those 
personal to herself. 

What IS evil, in other people, contrasts so strongly with 
what is good, that it generally stnkes the eye before 
inflicting a wound. This moral phenomenon might at 
need justify the tendency that leads us all more or less 
to evil speaking. Socially speaking, it is so natural to 
satinse the faults of others, that we ought to forgive the 
severe gossip to which our own absurdities give rise, and 
wonder at nothing but calumny. 

But the good Abbe’s eyes were never at the precise 
focus which enables the worldly wise to see and at once 
evade their neighbours’ sharp tongues , to discover his 
landlady’s faults, he was obliged to endure the warning 
given by nature to all its creatures, that of suffermg. 
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Old maids, having never bent their temper or their 
lives to other lives and other tempers, as woman’s 
destiny requires, have for the most part a mama for 
making ever) thing about them bend to them. In 
Mademoiselle Gamard this feeling had degenerated into 
despotism, but this despotism could only be exerted m 
small things. For instance — out of a thousand cases — 
the basket of counters and fish placed on the boston 
table for the Abbe Birotteau must be left on the spot 
where she had put it, and the Abbe irritated her 
extremely by moving it, as he did almost every eiening. 
What was the cause of this touchiness foolishly provoked 
by mere trifles, and what was its object ? No one could 
say ; Mademoiselle Gamard herself did not know. 

Though ver)' lamblike by nature, the new boarder 
did not like to feel the crook too often, any more than a 
sheep, especially a crook set with nails. Without under- 
standing Canon Troubert’s amazing patience, Birotteau 
was anxious to escape the bliss which Mademoiselle 
Gamard was bent on seasoning to her own taste, for she 
thought she could compound happiness as she could pre- 
serves ; but the luckless pnest set to work \er)' clumsily, 
as a result of his perfectly artless nature. So the separa- 
tion was not effected unthout some clawing and pricking, 
to which the Abbe Birotteau tned to seem insensible. 

By the end of the first year of his life under Made- 
moiselle Gamard’s roof the Abbe had fallen into his old 
habits, spending two evenings a week at Madame de 
Listomere’s, three with Mademoiselle Salomon, and the 
other two with Mademoiselle Merlin de la Blottiere. 
These ladies moved in the anstocratic sphere of Tours 
society, to which Mademoiselle Gamard was not adnutted. 
So the landlady was excessively indignant at the Abbe’s 
defection, which made her aware of her small import- 
ance : any kind of selection implying some contempt for 
the rejected object. / 
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*■ Monsieur Birotteau did not find us good enough 
company,’ the Abbe Troubert would say to Made- 
moiselle Gamard’s friends when she was obliged to give 
up her ‘ evenings.’ ‘ He is a wit, a gain met ' He must 
have fashion, luxury, brilliant conversation, the tittle- 
tattle of the town.’ 

And such words always prompted Mademoiselle 
Gamard to praise the Canon’s excellent temper at the 
‘^expense of Birottcau’s. 

‘ He is not so clever when all is said,’ she remarked. 

‘ But for Canon Chapeloud he would never have been 
received by Madame de Listomcre. Oh, I lost a great 
deal when the Abbe Chapeloud died. What an amiable 
man • and so easy to live with 1 Indeed, in twelve years 
we never had the smallest difficulty or disagreement ’ 

Mademoiselle Gamard painted so unflattering a portrait 
of Monsieur Birotteau that her innocent boarder was 
regarded by this^ citizen circle, secretly hostile to the 
aristocratic class, as an essentially fractious man, very 
difficult to get on with. Then for a few weeks the old 
maid had the S3*^'sfaction of hearing herself pitied by her 
female friends, who, without believing a word of what 
they said, repeated again and again, ‘ How can you, who 
are so gentle and so kind, have inspired him with such 

dislike ? ’ or, ‘ Be comforted, dear Mademoiselle 

Gamard, every one knows you too well ’ and so forth. 

Delighted, nevertheless, to escape spending an evening 
each week in the Close — the most deserted and gloomy 
spot in all Tours, and the most remote from the centre 
of life — they all blessed the Abbe. 

Lo-'e or hatred must constantly increase between two 
persons who are always together , every moment fresh 
reasons are found for loving or hating better Thus to 
Mademoiselle Gamard the Abbe Birotteau became unen- 
durable. Eighteen months after taking him as a boarder, 
just when the good man believed he had found the peace 
of contentment in the silence of aversion, and pnded 
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himself on having come so comfortably to terms with 
the old woman, to use his expression, he was to her 
the object of covert persecution and calmly planned 
animosity. 

The four capital facts of the closed door, the forgotten 
slippers, the lack of fire, the candlestick taken to his 
rooms, alone could betray the terrible enmity of which 
the last effects were not to fall on him till the moment 
when they would be irremediable. As he went to sleep,' 
the good Abbe racked his brain, but vainly — ^and, indeed, 
he must soon have come to the bottom of it — to account 
for Mademoiselle Gamard’s singularly uncivil behaviour. 
In point of fact, as he had originally acted very logically, 
obeying the natural law of his egoism, he could not 
possibly form a guess as to how he had offended his land- 
lady. While great things are simple to understand, and 
easy to express, the mean things of life need much detail 
The incidents which constitute the prologue, as it were, 
to this parochial drama, m which the passions will be 
seen not less violent than if they had been excited by 
important interests, necessitated this long introduction, 
and any exact histonan would have found it difficult to 
abridge the trivial tale. 

When he awoke next morning, the Abbe’s thoughts 
were so much set on the canonry, that he forgot the four 
circumstances which, the evenmg before, had appeared 
to him to be sinister prognostics of a future full of 
disaster. Birotteau was not the man to get up without 
a fire , he rang to announce to Marianne that he was 
awake, and wanted her, then, as he was wont, he lay 
lost in a somnolent, half-dreamy state, during which, as 
a rule, the woman made the fire, and dragged him gently 
from his last doze by a hum of inquiry and quiet bustle 
— a sort of music that he liked. 

Half an hour went by, and Marianne had not appeared. 
The Abbe, already half a C^non, was about to ring again. 



The Abbe Birotteau 185 

when he stayed his hand on hearing a man’s step on the 
stairs. In fact, the Abbe Troub^ert, after discreetly 
tapping at the door, at Birotteau’s biddmg came in. 
This call did not surprise him , the priests were in the 
habit of paying each other a visit once a month. The 
Canon was at once amazed that Marianne should not 
yet have lighted his quasi-colleague’s fire. He opened a 
window, called Marianne in a rough tone, atid bid her 
dome up at once , then, turning to his brother priest, he 
said, ‘ If Mademoiselle should hear that you have no fire, 
she would give Marianne a good scolding.’ 

After this speech he inquired for Birotteau’s health, 
and asked him, in an insinuating voice, whether he had 
any recent news that could encourage his hope of being 
made a Canon. The Abbe explained to him what was 
being done, and guilelessly told him who the personages 
were that Madame de Listomere was canvassing, not 
knowing that Trogbert had never forgiven that lady for 
not inviting him to her house — him — Canon Troubert, 
twice designate to be made Vicar-General of the 
diocese. 

It would be impossible to meet with two figures offer- 
ing so many points of contrast as those of these two 
priests Troubert, tall and lean, had a bilious yellow 
hue, while Birotteau was what is familiarly called crummy. 
His face, round and florid, spoke of good-nature devoid 
of ideas , while Troubert’s, long and furrowed by deep 
wnnkles, wore at times an expression of irony and scorn, 
still, attentive examination was needed to discover these 
feelings. The Canon was habitually and absolutely 
placid, his eyelids almost always lowered over a pair of 
orange-hazel eyes, whose glance was at will very clear 
and piercing Red hair completed this countenance, 
which was constantly clouded under the shroud cast over 
his features by serious meditations. Several persons had 
at first supposed him to be absorbed m high and rooted 
ambition , but those who thought they knew him best 
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chin, far from suggesting- the same hopes, displayed to 
the candidates who were struggling for the canonry all 
the symptoms of vigorous health, and his gout seemed to 
them the proverbial assurance of a long life. 

The Abbe Chapeloud, a man of great good sense, 
whose amiability had secured him the friendship of 
persons in good society and of the various heads of 
the diocese, had always opposed the elevation of the 
Abbe Troubcrt, secretly and with much address; he had 
even hindered his admission to any of the salons where 
the best set m Tours were wont to meet, though during 
his lifetime Troubert always treated him with great 
respect, and on all occasions showed him the utmost 
deference. This persistent submissiveness had not 
availed to change the deceased Canon’s opinion , during 
his last walk with Birotteau, he had said to him once 
more — 

‘ Do not trust that dry pole Troubert I He is Sixtus v 
reduced to the scale of a bishopric.’ 

This was Mademoiselle Gamard’s friend and mess- 
mate, who, the very day after that on which she had, so 
to speak, declared war with poor Birotteau, had come to 
call on him with every mark of friendliness. 

'' You must excuse Mananne,’ said Troubert as she 
came in, ‘ I fancy she did my room first. My place is 
ve^ damp, and I coughed a great deal during the night. 
— You are very healthily situated here,’ he added, looking 
up at the mouldings. 

‘Oh, I am lodged like a Canon * ’ replied Birotteau 
with a smile. 

‘ And I like a curate,’ replied the humble pnest. 

‘Yes, but before long you wiU be lodged in the 
Archbishop’s Palace,’ said the good Abbe, who only 
wanted that everybody should be happy. 

‘ Oh 1 or in the graveyard. Clod’s will be done ! ’ 
and Troubert looked up to heaven -with a resigned air- 
‘ I came,’ he went on, ‘ to beg you to lend me the General 
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Clergy List. No one but you has the book at 
Tours.’ 

‘Take it out of the bookcase,’ replied Birotteau, 
reminded by the Canon’s last words of all the joys of his 
life. 

The tall priest went into the library, and remained 
there all the time the Abbe was dressing. Piesently 
the breakfast-bell rang, and Birotteau, reflecting that but 
for Troubert’s visit he would have had no fire to get up 
by, said to himself, ‘ He is a good man I ’ 

The two priests went down together, each armed 
with an enormous folio, which they laid on one of the 
consoles in the dining-room 

‘ What in the world is that ? ’ asked Mademoiselle 
Gamard in sharp tones, addressing Birotteau. ‘You are 
not going to lumber up my dining-room with old books, 
I hope I ’ 

‘They are some books I wante^,’ said the Abbe 
Troubert. ‘ Monsieur is kind enough to lend them to 
me ’ 

‘ I might have guessed that,’ said she with a scornful 
smile ‘ Monsieur Birotteau does not often study such 
big books ’ 

‘ And how are you. Mademoiselle ? ’ asked the Abbe 
in a piping voice. 

‘ Why, not at all well,’ she replied curtly. ‘You were 
the cause of my being roused from my first sleep, and I 
felt the effects all night ’ And as she seated herself. 
Mademoiselle Gamard added, ‘ Gentlemen, the milk will 
get cold.’ 

Astounded at being so sourly received by his hostess 
when he expected her to apologise, but frightened, as 
timid people are, by the prospect of a discussion, 
especially when they themselves are the subject of it, 
the poor Abbe took his place m silence Then, recog- 
nising in Mademoiselle Gamard’s face the obvious 
symptoms of a bad temper, he sat warring with his 
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common-sense, wh.ch advised him not to 
want of manners, while his nature prompted him to 
avoid a quarrel. Birotteau, a prey to this internal 
struse-le, began by senously studying the broad-grccn 
stnpes painted on the oilcloth cover whicli, from 
immemorial habit, Mademoiselle Gamard alw .135 left on 
the table dunng breakfast, heedless of the frax cd edges 
and scars innumerable that covered this cloth. The tv\o 
boarders were seated opposite each other, in canc arm- 
chairs at each end of the table, a royal square ; tlic pl.-'Cc 
between them being occupied by the landladi, who 
towered above the table from a chair mounted on 
runners, padded with cushions, and backing on the 
dining-room stove. This room and the common sitting- 
room were on the groimd floor, under the Abca 
Birotteau’s bedroom and drawing-room. V/ren :h 
Abbe had received from Mademoiselle Gamard h s ce 
of sweetened coffe^ he felt chilled by the utter sHc.nce i 
which he was doiraed to perform the usuali.* cheerfi 
frmction of breakfast He dared not looc ether : 
Troubert’s expressionless face, nor at the o’d male 
threatening countenance , so, to do something, he tume . 
to the pug-dog, overburdened with frt, I'-fng near rre 
stove on a cushion whence it never stirred, frt"-- 
always on the left a little plate of carnets, and c- rrt 
right a saucer of clean water. 

‘Well, my pet,’ said he, ‘so vor war* - 

This personage, one of the most mem-A-r 

ot the household, but not a troab'eso—* r-*-- 
never barked now, and left the i:' 

mistress, looked up at Birotteau with 

in the folds of fat that wrlr.k'td h < 

cunningly shut them again. 

To give the measure of the 
must be explained that, be'*-?' i-' ' ^ ‘ ' 

voluhlif; as resonant 
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an india-rubber ball, he asserted, without being able to 
give the faculty any reason for his opinion, that speech 
favoured digestion. Mademoiselle Gamard, who shared 
this theory of hygiene, had never hitherto failed to 
converse during meals, notwithstanding then- misunder- 
standing , but now for some few days the Abbe had 
racked his wits in vain to ask her insidious questions 
which might loosen her tongue. If the narrow hmits 
to which this story is restncted would allow of a report 
in full of one of these conversations which always pro- 
voked the Abbe Troubert’s bitter and sardonic smiles, 
It would give a perfect picture of the Boeotian existence 
of provincials. Some clever men might perhaps be even 
pleased to know the extraordinary amplitude given by 
the Abbe Birotteau and Mademoiselle Gamard tp their 
personal opinions on politics, religion, and literature. 
There would certainly be some very funny things to 
tell: such as their reasons, in 1820, for doubting the 
death of Napoleon, or the conjectures^which led them to 
believe m the sundval of Louis xvii., smuggled away in 
a hollow log of wood. Who would not have laughed 
to hear them asserting, with arguments pecuharly their 
own, that the King of France alone spent the money 
collected in taxes ; that the Chambers met to destroy 
the Clergy , that more than thirteen hundred thousand 
persons had perished on the scaffold during the Revolu- 
tion f Then they discussed the press, knowing nothing 
of how many newspapers were issued, having not the 
smallest idea of what this modern power is. Finally, 
Monsieur Birotteau listened respectfully to Mademoiselle 
Gamard when she asserted that a man fed on an egg 
every morning would infaUibly die at the end of a year, 
and that it had been known ; that a soft roll eaten 
without dnnking for a few! days would cure sciatica , 
that all the workmen who had been employed in the 
destruction of tbe Abbey of Saint-Martin had died 
within six months , that a -lertain prefet had done his 
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utmost in Bonaparte’s time to ruin the towers of Saint- 
Gatien, and a thousand other absurd stones. 

But at the present juncture Birotteau felt his tongue 
dead within him 5 so he resigned himself to eating 
without trying to converse. He soon thought that such 
silence was perilous to his digestionj and boldly said, 
‘ This IS excellent coffee I ’ But the courageous act fell 
flat. 

After looking at the narrow stnp of sky above the 
garden, between the two black buttresses of Samt-Gatien, 
the Abbe again was brave enough to remark, ‘ It will be 
finer to-day than it was yesterday.’ 

At this Mademoiselle Gamard did no more than cast 
one of her most ingratiating glances at Monsieur 
Troubert, and then turn her eyes full of terrible 
severity on Birotteau, who was happily looking down. 

No being of the female sex was better able to assume 
the elegiac attitude of an old maid than Mademoiselle 
Sophie Gamard ; bat to do justice in descnbing a person 
whose character will give the greatest interest to the 
tnvial events of this drama, and to the antecedent lives 
of the figures plapng a part in it, it wiU be well here to 
epitomise the ideas of which the old maid is the outcome. 
The habits of hfe form the soul, and the soul forms the 
countenance. If in society, as in the universe, every- 
thing must ha\ e a purpose, there yet are on this earth 
some existences of which the use and purpose are 
undiscoverable 5 morality and pohtical economy alike 
rqect the indindual that consumes without producing, 
that fihs a place on earth without diffusing either good 
or e-.i! — for evil, no doubt, is a form of good of which 
the reral3 are not immediately manifest. Very rarely 
does an old maid fail to place herself by her own act 
in this class of unproductive creatures. Now if the 
consciousness of work done gives productive beings a 
sense of satisfaction which helps them to endme hfe, the 
knowledge that they are a burthen on others, or even 
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merely useless, must produce the contrary effect, and 
give to the inert a contempt for themselves as great 
as that they provoke in others. This stem social 
reprobation is one of the causes which, unknown to 
themselves, contribute to implant in their soul the 
grievance which is stamped on their feces. 

A prejudice, not perhaps without a basis of truth, 
everywhere gives rise — and in France more than 
elsewhere — to marked disfevour being felt towards a 
woman ivith whom no man has chosen to share his 
fortunes, or to endure the woes of life. And an age 
comes to unmarried women when the world, rightly or 
wrongly, condemns them on the strength of the disdain 
to which they are victims. If ugly, the amiability of 
their nature ought to have redeemed the imperfections 
of their persons ; if pretty, their loneliness must have 
Its cause m senous reasons. It is hard to decide which 
of the two classes is most to be contemned If their 
single hfe is deliberately chosen, if it^is a determination 
to be independent, neither men nor mothers can forgive 
them for having shirked the sacrifice of woman by 
refusing to know the passions that make her sex 
pathetic. To reject its suffenngs is to forgo its poetry, 
to cease to deseri'C the sweet consolations to which a 
mother has always uncontested nghts. Then the 
generous feelings, the exquisite qualities of woman, can 
only be developed by constant exercise. When she 
remams unmarried, a creature of the female sex is a 
self-contradiction . egoistical and cold, she fills us with 
horror. 

This pitiless verdict is unfortunately too just forold maids 
to misinterpret its motives. These ideas germinate in 
their heart as naturally as the effects of their desolate 
life are impnnted on their features Thus they wither, 
because the constant expansion, or the happiness that 
blooms in a woman’s fece and lends softness to her move- 
ments, has never existed in them. Then they grow 



The Abbe Birotteau 193 

harsh and discontented, because a creature that fails of 
Its purpose is unhappy, it suffers, and sufFenng brings 
forth viciousness. In fact, before an unmarried woman 
spites herself for her loneliness, she accuses the whole 
world, and from accusation there is but one step to the 
desire for revenge. 

Again, the ill grace that disfigures their persons is an 
inevitable outcome of their life. Never having felt the 
raecessity to please, elegance and good taste are unknown 
to them. This feeling gradually leads them to choose 
ever}'thing to suit their own convenience at the cost of 
what might be agreeable to others. Without quite 
understanding their dissimilarity to other women, at 
last they obsen'^e it and suffer from it. Jealousy is an 
indelible passion in the female heart. Old maids are 
jealous for nothing, and know only the woes of the single 
passion which men can forgive in women because it 
flatters them. Thus tormented on every side, and com- 
pelled to reject trie development of their nature, old 
maids are always conscious of a moral uneasiness to 
which they never become accustomed. Is it not hard 
at any age, especially for a woman, to read a feeling of 
repugnance on every face, when it ought to have been 
her fate to mspire none but sensations of kindliness in the 
hearts of those about her ? Hence an old maid’s glance 
is alwaj'S askance, not so much from modesty as from 
fear and shame. 

Now, It IS impossible that a person perpetually at war 
with herself, or at loggerheads with life, should leave 
others m peace and never envy their happiness. This 
world of gloomy ideas lay complete m Mademoiselle 
Gamard’s dull grey eyes 5 and the broad, dark circle in 
which they were set spoke of the long struggles of her 
solitary life. All the wnnkles on her face were straight 
lines. The form of her brow, head, and cheeks was 
charactensed by rigidity and hardness Without heeding 
them, she left the hairs, once brown, of two or three 
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iDolc^ on htr chin to fimw ;is they would. Her thin 
lips scarcely covered litr long hut sufficiently white 
teeth. She was dark, and her hair Ind once been black, 
but terrible headaches had turned it white. This disaster 
led her to W'ear .a front , but not knowing how to put it 
on so as to conceal the junction, there often vs as a small 
gap between her cap-border and the* black ribbon that 
f.istcned this half wig, very carelessly curled. Her gown, 
of tlnn silk in summer, of merinos in winter, anJ 
alwa\s of Carmelite brown, fitted her ungraceful figure 
and thin arms rather too closely. Her collar, alwavs 
limp, betrayed a thrmt whose reddi<h skin was as finely 
lined as an o.'k leaf looked .'’t in the* light. 

Her parentage accounted for the faults of her figure. 
She was the daughter of a de.iler in fire-logs, a peasant 
who had risen m the world. At eighteen she might 
have* been fresli and plump, but not a trace was now left 
either of the* white skin or the fine colour she boasted of 
having then had. The hues of heV complexion had 
acquired the dull pallor common enough in very devout 
persons An aquiline nose was of all her features that 
which most stronglv expressed the despotism of her ideas, 
just as the flatness of her forehead revealed her narrow- 
ness of mind. Her movcmcnti. had an odd abruptness 
bereft of all grace ; and onlv to see her pull her handker- 
chief out of her bag and loudly blow her nose vv*ould 
have told }ou what her character and habits were. 
Fairly tall, she held herself verv upright, justifying the 
rcm.ark of a naturalist, who explains the stiffness of old 
maids physiologically by declaring that all their joints 
anchylosc. She walked so that the motion did not 
distribute Itself equally over her w'hole person, or produce 
the graceful undulations that arc so attractive in a 
w'oman , she moved all of a piece, so to speak, seeming 
to lift herself at every step, like the statue of the 
Commendatore. In her moments of good-humour she 
would give it out, as all old maids do, that she could 
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have been married, but that, happily, she had found out 
her lover’s faithlessness in time, and she thus, without 
knowing it, passed judgment on her heart in favour of 
her sense of self-interest. 

This typical figure of an old maid was suitably set 
against a background of the grotesque pattern, repre- 
senting Turkish landscapes, of a satin wall-paper with 
which the dining-room was hung. Mademoiselle 
Qamard habitually occupied this room, ornamented by 
two consoles and a barometer. In the place occupied 
by each priest was a little footstool m worsted work of 
faded hues 

The public sitting-room, where she received company, 
was worthy of her. The room will be at once familiar 
when It IS known that it went by the name of the yellow 
drawing-room , the hangings were yellow, the furniture 
and wall-paper yellow , on die chimney-shelf, in front of 
a mirror with a gilt frame, candlesticks and a clock in 
cut glass reflectecf a hard glitter to the eye. As to 
Mademoiselle Gamard’s private sanctum, no one had 
ever been allowed to enter it It could only be con- 
jectured that It was full of the odds and ends, the shabby 
furniture, the rags and tatters, so to speak, which all old 
maids collect and cling to so fondly. 

This was the woman who was destined to exert the 
greatest influence over the Abbe Birotteau’s latter days. 
Having failed to exercise the energies bestowed on 
woman in the way intended by nature, and urged by 
the need of expending them, this old maid had thrown 
them into the sordid intngue, the petty tittle-tattle of 
provincial life, and the selfish scheming which at last 
exclusively absorbs all old maids. 

Birotteau, for his woe, had developed in Sophie 
Gamard the only feelings this unhappy creature could 
possibly know, those of hatred , these, till now latent, 
as a result of the calm monotony of a country-town life, 
whose horizon was to her more especially narrow, were 
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presently to become all the more intense for being 
wrealred on small things, and In a narrow sphere of 
actnity. Birottenu was one of those men who arc 
predestined to suficr everything, because, as they never 
foresee an) thing, they can asoid nothing j everything 
falls on them. 

‘ Yes, It will be fine,’ the Canon replied after a pause, 
seeming to come* out of his meditations and to wish to 
lulfil the laws of good manners. • 

Birottenu, friglitcncd at the time that had elapsed 
between the remark and the reply, since he, for the first 
time in his life, had swallowed his coficc without speak- 
ing, left the dining-room, svhcrc his heart svas held as 
in a vice. Feeling hts cup of cofice he hcav) on his 
stomach, he went to walk, sndl) enough, up and dow'n 
the narrow box-edged paths which marked out a star 
in the garden. But ns he turned after his first round, 
he saw the Abbe IVoubcrt and Mademoiselle Gamard 
standing at the glass door of the drawing-room , he with 
his arms crossed, as motionless as the statue on a tomb, 
she leaning .ag-’inst the shutter-door. Both, as they 
watched him, seemed to be counting the number of his 
Steps. 

To a timid person there is nothing so distressing as 
being the object of inquisitive inspection ; when it is 
made by the eyes of liatrcd, the sort of suffering it inflicts 
becomes an intolerable martyrdom. Presently the Abbe 
fancied that he w.as hindering Mademoiselle Gamard and 
the Canon from taking their w.alk. This notion, inspired 
alike by fear and by good-nature, acquired such propor- 
tions, that he abandoned the place. He went away, 
already thinking no more of his canonry, so greatly tvas 
he worried by the woman’s maddening tyranny. 

By chance, and happily for him, lie was kept very busy 
at Saint-Gatien, where there w’cre several funerals, a 
marriage, and two baptisms. This enabled him to for- 
get his troubles. When his appetite warned him of 
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the dinner hour, he took out his watch in some alarm, 
seeing that it was some minutes past four. He knew 
Mademoiselle Gamard’s punctuality, so he burned home. 

He saw the first course brought down again as he 
passed the kitchen. Then on going into the dining- 
room, the old maid said to him in a tone of voice which 
betrayed alike the harshness of a reproof and the glee of 
finding her boarder in fault, ‘ It is half-past four. Monsieur 
Birotteau , you knew we should not wait for you.’ 

The priest looked at the dining-room clock, and the 
arrangement of the gauze wrapper, intended to protect 
It from dust, showed him that his landlady had wound 
It in the course of the morning, and had allowed herself 
the pleasure of setting it faster than the clock of Saint- 
Gatien’s. There was nothing to be said. The least 
word of the suspicion he had conceived would have 
sprung the most terrible and plausible of those explosions 
of eloquence wh^ch Mademoiselle Gamard, like all 
women of her class, could give vent to in such cases 

The thousand-and-one vexations that a maid-servant 
can inflict on her master, or a wife on her husband, 
in the daily course of pnvate life, were imagined by 
Mademoiselle Gamard, who heaped them on her boarder. 
The way in which she plotted her conspiracies against 
the poor Abbe’s domestic comfort bore the stamp of 
deeply malignant genius. She contrived never to be 
in the wrong 

By the end of a week after the opening of this tale, 
his life in the house, and his position towards Made- 
moiselle Gamard, revealed to him a plot, hatching for 
six months past So long as the old maid had been 
covert in her revenge, and the priest could voluntarily 
keep up his self-deceit, refusing to believe in her 
malevolent purpose, the moral elFects had made no great 
progress in him But since the incidents of the dis- 
placement of the candlestick and the clock put too fast, 
Birotteau could no longer doubt that he was hving under 
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The terror with which he contcmp’-’icd an ocplana- 
non with Madcmo'sellc Gnmmd grew dnih, and the 
secret niisfortiincs which blitrhtcd ever) hour of his old 
anc injured his health. One morning, as he put on his 
speckled blue stoekingv, he ohstrstd tint the circumfer- 
ence of his calf had shrunk by eight lines Appalled at 
such a ternblv unmistak-^blc sjmptom, he determined to 
make an elto'-t to persuade the Abbe Troubert to 
intervene officnii) between himself and Mademoiselle 
Gamard. 
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When he found himself in the presence of the 
imposing Canon, who came out of a study crammed with 
papers, where he was always at work, admitting nobody, 
to receive him in a bare room, the Abbe was almost 
ashamed to speak of Mademoiselle Gamard’s petty 
aggravations to a man who seemed so seriously occupied. 
But after having suffered all the misery of mental 
deliberation which humble, weak, or irresolute persons 
»go through, even with regard to trifles, he made up his 
mind to explain the position to the Canon, not without 
feeling his heart swollen by extraordinary throbs 
Troubert listened with a cold, grave air, trying, but in 
vain, to control some smiles, which, to intelligent eyes, 
might have betrayed the satisfaction of a secret desire. 
A flash sparkled in his eye when Birotteau described to 
him, with the eloquence lent by true emotion, the 
bitterness that was incessantly poured out for him j but 
Troubert at once covered his eyes with his hand, a 
gesture common’ to great thinkers, and preserved his 
habitually dignified attitude. 

When the Abbe ceased speaking, he would have been 
puzzled indeed if he had tried to read any sign of the 
feelings he imagined he should excite in this mysterious 
pnest, on his face, mottled now with yellow patches — 
yellower than even his usual bilious complexion. After 
a moment’s silence, the Canon made one of those replies 
of which every word must have been carefully studied 
to give them their full bearing, but which subsequently 
showed to capable persons the ama7ing depth of his 
< mind and the power of his intellect. 

He finally crushed Birotteau by saying that all these 
things surprised him the more, because, but for his 
brother’s explanation, he would never have discerned 
them. He ascribed this dulncss of perception to his 
important occupations, to his work, and to the supremacy 
of certain lofty thoughts, which did not allow of his 
heeding the trivialities of life He pointed out, but 
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without assuming the airs of wishing to censure the 
conduct of a man whose years and learning commanded 
his respect, tliat ‘the hermits of old rarely thought about 
their food, or their dwelling in the deserts, where they 
gave themselves up to holy contemplation,’ and that ‘in 
our days the priest could, in mind, make a desert for 
himself in every place.’ Then, returning to Birottcau, 
he remarked that ‘such squabbles were a quite new 
thing to him. During twelve years notliing of the kinch 
had ever arisen between Mademoiselle Gamard and the 
venerated Abbe Chapcloud. As for himself, he could, 
no doubt, act as moderator between the priest and their 
landlady, since his friendship for her did not overstep 
the limits imposed by the laws of the Church on its 
faithful ministers, but then justice would requirp that 
he should also hear Mademoiselle Gamard At the same 
time, he discerned no change m her , he had always 
seen her thus , he had willingly yielded to some of her 
vagaries, knowing that the excellent Woman was kind- 
ness and sweetness itself, these little caprices of temper 
were to be ascribed to the sufferings caused by a 
pulmonary trouble, of which she never spoke, resigning 
herself to it as a true Christian.’ He ended by saying 
that ‘when he should have lived a few years longer with 
Mademoiselle, he would appreciate her better, and recog- 
nise the beauties of her admirable character ’ 

The Abbe Birottcau came away bewildered. Under 
the absolute necessity of taking counsel with himself 
alone, he gauged Mademoiselle Gamard by himself. 
The poor man thought that by absenting himself for a 
few days this woman’s hatred would burn itself out for 
lack of fuel. So he determined to go, as he had done 
before now, to spend some time at a country place where 
Madame de Listomere always went at the end of the 
autumn, a season when, in Touraine, the sky is usually 
clear and mild. Poor man I He was thus carrying out 
the secret wishes of his terrible enemy, whose schemes 
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could not be thwarted by anything short of monk-hke 
endurance , while he, guessing nothing, and not knowing 
his own business even, was doomed to fall like a lamb 
under the first blow from the butcher. 

Lying on the slope between the town of Tours and 
'he heights of Saint-Georges, facing the south, and sheltered 
by cliffs, Madame de Listomcre's estate combined all the 
tharms of the country with the pleasures of the town. 
It was not more than a tcn-minutes’ drive from the 
Bridge of Tours to the gate of this house, known as 
TAlouettc (the Lark) — an immense convenience in a 
place where no one will disturb himself for any earthly 
thing, not even in quest of pleasure. 

The Abbe Birotteau had been about ten days at 
I’Alouctte, when one morning, at the breakfast hour, the 
lodgckeeper came to tell him that Monsieur Caron 
wished to speak ^ith him. Monsieur Caron was a 
lawyer employed by Mademoiselle Gamard. Birotteau, 
not remembenng this, and conscious of no litigious 
difficulty to be settled with anybody in the world, left 
the table, not without some anxiety, to meet the lawyer , 
he found him sitting modestly on the parapet of a 
terrace. 

‘ Your intention of remaining no longer as a resident 
under Mademoiselle Gamard’s roof being now quite 
evident ’ the man of business began 

‘ Dear me. Monsieur • ’ cried Birotteau, interrupting 
him, ‘I never thought of leaving her.’ 

‘ And yet. Monsieur,’ the lawyer went on, ‘ you must 
certainly have expressed yourself to that effect to Made- 
moiselle, since she has sent me to inquire whether you 
intend remaining long in the country. The event of a 
prolonged absence not having been provided for in your 
agreement, might give nse to some discussion. Now, 
as Mademoiselle Gamard understands it, your board ’ 

‘Monsieur,’ said Birotteau m surprise, and again inter- 
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rupting the lawyer, ^ I did not think it could be necessary 

to take steps, almost legal in their nature, to 

‘ Mademoiselle Ganiard, wishing to preclude anv 
diHiculty,’ Slid Alonsieur Caron, ‘has sent me to come 
to an understanding with you.’ 

‘ Very well, if you will be so obliging as to call again 
to-morrow, I, on my part, will have taken advice.’ 

‘So be It,’ said Caron with a bow, 

'I'lie scrivener w ithdrew. The hapless priest, appalled 
by the pertinacity of Mademoiselle (^mard’s persecution, 
w'cnt back to Madame dc Listomerc’s dining-room looking 
quite upset. At his mere appearance ever)' one asked 
him, ‘ Why, Monsieur Birottcau, what is the matter? ’ 
The Abbe, greatly distressed, sat dowm without 
answering, so overw helmed was he by the vague vision 
of his misfortune. But after breakfast, when several of 
his friends had gathered round a good fire in thcdraw’ing- 
room, Birottcau artlessly told thcr^ the talc of his 
catastrophe. The hearers, who were just beginning to 
be bored by their stay in the country, were deeply 
interested in an intrigue so completely m keeping with 
provincial life. Everybody took the Abbe’s part against 
the old m.aid. 

‘ Why I ’ cried Madame dc Listomcre, ‘ do you not 
plainly see that the Abbe Troubert wants your rooms ?’ 

In this place the historian would have a right to sketch 
this lady’s portrait, but it occurs to him that even those 
persons to whom Sterne’s cognomology is unknown could 
surely not utter the three w ords Madame de Listomere 
w'lthout seeing her — noble and dignified, tempering the 
austerity of piety by the antique elegance of monarchical 
and classic manners and polite distinction ; kind, but a 
little formal , speaking slightly through her nose , allow'- 
ing herself to read la Nouvelle Hiloise^ and to go to the 
play ; still wearing her own hair. 

‘The Abbe Birottcau must certainly not yield to that 
nagging old w'oman I ’ cried Monsieur de Lristomcrc, a 
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lieutenant in the navy, spending a holiday with his aunt. 
‘ If the Abbe has any courage, and will follow my advice, 
he wiU soon have recovered his peace of mind ’ 

In short, everybody began to analyse Mademoiselle 
Gamard’s proceedings with the acumen peculiar to 
provincials, who, it certainly cannot be denied, possess 
the talent of laying bare the most secret human actions. 

‘You have not hit the mark,’ said an old landowner 
Avho knew the country ‘There is something very 
serious under this which I have not yet mastered. The 
Abbe Troubert is far too deep to be so easily seen 
through. Our good friend Birotteau is only at the 
beginning of his troubles. In the first place, would he 
be happy and left m peace even if he gave up his rooms 
to Troubert ? I doubt it. — If Caron came to tell you,’ 
he went on, turning to the puzzled Abbe, ‘ that you 
had intended to leave Mademoiselle Gamard, with the 
object of getting ^ou out of her house . . Well, you 
will have to go, willy nilly. That kind of man never 
risks a chance , they only play when they hold the 
trumps.’ 

This old gentleman, a certain Monsieur de Bourbonne, 
epitomised provincial ideas as completely as Voltaire 
epitomised the spirit of his time This withered little 
old man professed in matters of dress all the indifference 
of a proprietor whose estate has a quotable value in the 
department. His countenance, tanned by the sun of 
Touraine, was shrewd rather than clever. He was 
accustomed to weigh his words, to consider his actions, 
and he concealed his deep caution under a delusive 
bluntness. The very least observation was enough to 
discover that, like a Norman peasant, he would get the 
advantage in every stroke of business He was great in 
cenology — the favourite science of the Tourangeaux 
He had managed to extend the circle of one of his estates 
by taking in the alluvial land of the Loire without 
getting into a lawsuit with the State This achieve- 
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‘ To be made Canon,’ was the general outcry. 

‘ Well, then,’ Madame de Listomere went on, ‘ the 
Abbe Troubert and Mademoiselle Gamard must be 
allowed to have their way. Have they not conveyed to 
you indirectly by Caron’s visit that, provided you con- 
sent to leave your rooms, you shall be made Canon. One 
good turn for another.’ 

Every one exclaimed at Madame de Listomere’s 
jtcumen and sagacity , but her nephew, the Baron de 
Listomere, said m a comical tone to Monsieur de Bour- 
bonne — 

‘ I should have liked to see the battle between the 
Gamard and the Birotteau^ 

But, for the Abbe’s worse luck, the forces were not 
equal, with the worldly-wise on one side, and the old maid 
upheld by the Abbe Troubert on the other. The time 
was at hand when the struggle would become more 
decisive, and assume a greater scope and immense 
proportions. 

By the advice of Madame de Listomere and most ot 
her adherents, who were beginning to take a passionate 
interest in this intrigue flung into the vacuity of their 
country life, a footman was despatched for Monsieur 
Caron. The lawyer returned with amazing prompti- 
tude, a fact that alarmed no one but Monsieur de 
Boiirbonne. 

‘ Let us adjourn any decision till we have fuller infor- 
mation,’ was the advice of this Fabius in a dressing-gown, 
whose deep reflections revealed to him some abstruse 
plan of battle on the Tours chessboard 

He tned to enlighten Birotteau as to the penis of his 
position But the ‘ old fox’s ’ shrewdness did not subserve 
the frenzy of the moment , he was scarcely listened to. 

The meeting between the lawyer and Birotteau was 
bnef. The Abbe came in looking quite scared, and 
saying, ‘ He requires me to sign a paper declaring my 
decession.’ 
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see this sort of act of renunciation, and Monsieur Caron 
Jiandcd it to him 

‘ Why,’ said lie to the Abbe, after having read it, 
‘is there an)' written agreement between you and 
Mademoiselle Gamard ? Where is it ? What arc the 
conditions ^ ’ 

‘The paper is in my rooms,’ said Birotteau. 

‘Do you know its contents^’ the old gentleman asked 
;hc lawyer. 

‘ No, Monsieur,’ said Monsieur Caron, holding out his 
hand for the ominous document. 

‘Ah, hal’ said Monsieur dc Bourbonne to himself, 
‘)ou, master lawyer, arc no doubt informed of what that 
agreement contains, but you arc not paid to tell us ’ 
And he returned the deed of ‘ dcccssion ’ to the lawyer 

‘Where am I to put all my furniture?’ cried Birotteau, 
‘and my books, my beautiful library, my nice pictures, 
my red drawing-room — all my things, in short I ’ 

And the poor man’s despair at finding himself thus 
uprooted was so guileless, it so perfectly showed the 
punty of his life, and his ignorance of the world, that 
Madame dc Listomerc and Mademoiselle Salomon said, 
to comfort him, and in the tone that mothers use when 
they promise a child a plaything — 

‘ There, there, do not worry yourself about such silly 
trifles ’iVc shall easily find you a home less cold and 
gloomy than Mademoiselle Gamard’s house. If no 
lodging is to be found to suit you — well, one of us will 
take you as a boarder. Come, play a hit at backgammon. 
You can call on the Abbe Troubert to-morrow to ask 
his support, and you will see how well he will receive 
you.’ 

Weak-minded persons are reassured as easily as the)' 
are frightened. So poor Birotteau, dazzled by the 
prospect of living with Madame de Listomere, forgot the 
ruin, now irremediably complete, of the happiness he had 
so long sighed for, and so thoroughly revelled in. Still, 
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.It night, before falling asleep, with the anguish of a man 
to whom a removal, anti the formation of new habits, 
were as the end of the world, he tortured his mind to 
imagine where he could find as convenient a home for 
his library as that corridor As he pictured his books 
astray, his furniture dispersed, and his home broken up, 
he wondered a thousand times why his first year at 
Mademoiselle Gamard’s had been so delightful, and the 
second so wretched. And again and again this disaster 
was a bottomless pit in which his mind was lost. 

The canonry no longer seemed to him a sufficient 
compensation for so many misfortunes, he compared his 
life to a stocking in which one dropped stitch leads to 
a ladder all the way down the web. Mademoiselle 
Salomon was left to him. But, losing all his old 
illusions, the poor priest no longer dared believe m a 
new friend. 

In the a//d dolente of old maids* there are several, 
especially in France, whose life is a sacrifice nobly 
renewed day by day to noble feeling. Some remain 
proudly faithful to a heart which death untimely snatched 
fi-om them , martyrs to love, they learn the secret of 
womanliness of soul. Others succumb to a family pnde 
which, to our shame, is daily waxing less , they have 
devoted themselves to make the fortune of a brother, or 
to the care of orphan nephews , such women are mothers 
though remaining maids These old maids rise to the 
highest heroism of their sex, by consecmtmg ever}^ 
womanly feeling to the worship of misfortune. They 
idealise the concept of woman, by renouncing all the 
rewards of her natural destiny, and accepting only its 
penalties. They live enshrined in the beauty of their 
self-sacrifice, and men reverently bow their heads before 
their faded forms. Mademoiselle de Sombreuil is neither 
wife nor maid , she was, and always will be, an embodied ^ 
poem. 



The Abbe Birotteau 20 ^ 

Mademoiselle Salomon was one of these heroic 
creatures Her sacnfice was religiously sublime, inas- 
much as It would remain inglonous after having been 
a daily anguish. Young and handsome, she was loved ; 
her lover lost his reason. For five years she had devoted 
herself with the courage of love to the mechanical joys 
of the unhappy man, she was so fully wedded to his 
madness that she did not think him mad. ^ ' 

j She was a woman of simple manners, frank in speech, 
with a pale face not devoid of character, though the 
features were regular. She never spoke of the experiences 
of her life. Only, now and then, the sudden shudder 
with which she heard the narrative of some dreadful or 
melancholy incident betrayed in her the fine quahties 
evolved by great sorrows She had come to live at 
Tours after the death of her companion in life. There 
she could not be appreciated at her true value , she was 
regarded as a ‘ good creature.’ She was very charitable, 
and attached hersetf by preference to the we^ and help- 
less. For this reason she had, of course, the deepest 
interest in the unhappy pnest. 

Mademoiselle Salomon de Villenoix, driving into town 
early next morning, took Birotteau with her, set him 
down on the Cathedral quay, and left him making his 
way towards the Close, where he was in great haste to 
arrive, to save the canonry, at any rate, from the ship- 
wreck, and to superintend the removal of his furniture 
He rang, not without violent palpitations, at the door of 
the house, whither for fourteen years he had been in the 
habit of coming, in which he had dwelt, and whence 
he was now to be for ever exiled after dreaming 
that he might die there in peace like his friend 
Chapeloud. 

Mananne was surprised to see him He told her he 
had come to speak to Monsieur Troubert, and turned 
towards the ground-floor rooms in which the Canon 
lodged , but Marianne called out to him — 

o 
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‘ The Abbe 'I'roubcrt is not there, Monsieur Ic Vicairc, 
he IS in your old rooms.’ 

'I'hese words were .t fe.irful shock to Birotte-au, who 
at last understood 'rroubert’s character, .and the un- 
f.ithomahlc depth of revenge so slowly worked out, when 
he saw him quite .at home in Ch.apcioud’s library, sc'atcd 
in Chapeloud’s fine Gothic chair — sleeping, no doubt, m 
Chapcloud’s bed, using Chapeloiid’s furniture, contraven- 
ing Chapeloud’s will, in short, disinheriting Chapcloud’^ 
friend , — that very Chapeloud who had for so long 
penned him in at Mademoiselle Gamard’s, hindered his 
advancement, and kept him out of the drawing-rooms 
of Tours Bv what magic wand had this transforma- 
tion been cfFected ? Were these things no longer 
Birotteau's ? 

Indeed, as he noted the sardonic expression with 
which Troubert looked round on this library, Birottcau 
inferred that the future Vicar-Gcncral was secure of 
possessing for ever the plunder of the two men he had so 
bitterly hated — Chapeloud as an enemy, and Birottcau 
because in him he still saw Chapeloud. At the sight a 
thousand ideas surged up m the worthy man’s heart and 
wrapped him in a sort of trance He stood motionless, 
and, as it were, fascinated by Troubert’s eye, which tras 
fixed on him. 

‘ I cannot suppose, Monsieur,’ said Birottcau at last, 

‘ that you would wish to deprive me of the things that 
.ire mine. Though Mademoiselle Gamard may have 
been impatient to mo\c you, she must surely be just 
enough to allow me time to identify my books and 
remove my furniture.’ 

Monsieur,’ said the Canon coldly, and betraying no 
sort of feeling in his face, ‘ Ad^ademoiselle Gamard told 
me yesterday that you were leaving ; of the cause of it I 
know nothing. If she moved me up here, it was because 
she was obliged to do so. Monsieur I’Abbe Poirel has 
taken my rooms Whether the furniture in these rooms 
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belongs to Mademoiselle, I know not. If it is yours, you 
know her perfect honesty , the saintliness of her life is a 
guarantee for it 

‘As to myself, you know how plainly I live For 
fifteen years I slept in a bare room, never heeding the 
damp, which is killing me by mches. At the same time, 
if you wish to return to these rooms, I am ready to give 
them up to you ’ 

j As he listened to this terrible speech, Birotteau forgot 
the matter’ of the canonry , he went downstairs as 
briskly as a young man to find Mademoiselle Gamard, 
and met her at the bottom of the stairs in the large 
paved passage which joined the two parts of the house. 

‘ Mademoiselle,’ said he, bowing, and not heeding the 
sour, sardonic smile that curled her lips, or the extra- 
ordmary fire that gave her eyes a glare like a tiger’s, ‘ I 
cannot understand why you did not wait till I had 

N removed my furniture before ’ 

‘What I’ she ‘exclaimed, interrupting him, ‘have 
not all your things been taken to Madame de 
Listomere’s ? ’ 

‘ But my furniture ? ’ 

‘ Did you never read your agreement ? ’ cried she, in 
tones which ought to be expressed in musical notation to 
show how many shades hatred could infuse into the 
accentuation of every word. 

And Mademoiselle Gamard seemed to swell, her eyes 
flashed once more, and her face beamed , her whole 
person thnlled with satisfaction. 

The Abbe Troubert opened a window to see better to 
read a folio volume 

Birotteau stood as if thunderstricken. 

Mademoiselle Gamard trumpeted at him, m a voice as 
shrill as a clarion, the following words . — 

‘ Was It not agreed that, m the event of your leaving 
my house, your furniture was to become mine to 
indemnify me for the difference between what you paid 
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me for your board, and v,hat I received from the hte 
respectable Abbe Chnpcioud ? Now, as Monsieur I’Abbe 
Poircl has been made Canon ’ 

At these last words Hirottcau bowed shghth as if to 
take lease; then he rushed out of the house. He w'as 
afraid lest, if he st.'>vcd any longer, he should famt, and 
so gi\c his relentless foes a too great triumph. Walking 
like a drunken man, he got back to .Madame dc Lisiomtre’s 
town house, where, in a loner room, he found his linen,, 
clothes, and papers ail packed into a trunk. At the 
sight of those relies of his property, the unhappt priest 
sac down and hid his face in hts hands to hide his tears 
from the sight of men. The Abbii Poirel was Canon I 
He, Birottcau, found himself homeless, bereft of fortune 
and furniture. 

Happih, Mademoiselle Salomon happened to dnse 
past. The doorkeeper, understanding the poor man’s 
despair, signalled to the coachman. After a few words 
of explanation between the lady anb the porter, the 
Abbe allowed himself to be led to his faithful friend, 
though he could only answer her in incoherent words. 
Mademoiselle Salomon, alarmed by the temporarj' de- 
rangement of a brain already so feeble, carried him at 
once to I’Alouette, asenbing these symptoms of mental 
disturbance to the effect naturally produced on him b} 
the Abbe Poirel’s promotion. She knew nothing of the 
hapless pnest’s agreement w'lth Mademoiselle C^mard, 
for the excellent reason that he himself did not know 
its full beanng. And as it is m the nature of things 
that comedy is often mixed up wnth the most pathetic 
incidents, Birotteau’s bewildered answers almost made 
.Mademoiselle Salomon laugh. 

‘ Chapeloud was nght,’ said he ; * he is a monster.’ 

‘ Who ? ’ said she. 

‘ Chapeloud. He has robbed me of everything.’ 

‘ Then you mean Poirel ? ’ 

‘ No, Troubert.’ 
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At length they reached TAlouette, where the priest’s 
friends lavished on him such effusive kindness, that by 
the evening he grew calmer, and they could extract from 
him an account of all that had occurred that morning. 

Monsieur de Bourbonne, always phlegmatic, naturally 
asked to see the agreement which ever since the day 
before had seemed to him to contain the key to the riddle. 
Birotteau brought the fatal document out of his pocket, 
‘iand held it out to the landowner, who read it hastily, 
presently coming to a sentence in these terms — 

‘ Whereas there is a difference of eight hundred francs 
a year between the price paid by the late Monsieur 
Chapeloud and the sum for which the aforenamed Sophie 
Gamard agrees to lodge and board, on the terms herein- 
before stated, the said Francois Birotteau 3 whereas the 
said Francois Birotteau fully acknowledges that it is out 
of his power for some years to come to pay the full pnce 
paid by Mademeiselle Gamard’s boarders, and more 
especially by the Abbe Troubert , and, finally, whereas 
the said Sophie Gamard has advanced certain sums of 
money, the said Birotteau hereby pledges himself to 
bequeath to her, as an indemnity, the furniture of which 
he may be possessed at the time of his decease ; or in the 
event of his voluntarily departing, for whatever cause or 
reason, and quitting the premises at present let to him, 
and no longer availing himself of the benefits contracted 
for in the agreement made by Mademoiselle Gamard 
hereinbefore ’ , 

‘ Heaven above us ^ What impudence ^ ’ exclaimed 
Monsieur de Bourbonne ‘And what claws the said 
Sophie Gamard has * ’ 

Poor Birotteau, never conceiving in his childish brain 
of any cause which could ever separate him from Made- 
moiselle Gamard, had counted on dying under her roof 
He had not the least recollection of this clause, of which 
the terms had not even been discussed at the time when, 
in his eagerness to lodge with the old maid, he would 
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have Mgned all the docnmcntc <;hc might have chrren to 
lav before him. Hi'v itinoccncc was so creditable, and 
Aladcmoi>:clIc Gamarcl’-v conduct so atrocious , there was 
something deplorable in the fate of this hapless sexa- 
genarian, and his weakness made him so pitiable, that in 
a first impulse of indignation A'ladamc dc Listomcre 
exclaimed, ‘ I am the cause of tour having signed the 
act that has ruined you ; I ought to make up to you for 
the comfort } ou liav e lost.’ • 

‘ But,’ said Alonsicur dc Bourbonne, ‘such proceedings 

constitute a fraud ; there arc grounds for an action 

‘ Good, Birottcau shall bnng an action. If he loses it 
at Tours, he will win it at Orleans, if he loses it at 
Orleans, he will win it at Pans cried the Baron dc 
Listomcre. 

‘If he means to bring an action, I should advise him 
first to resign his benefice in the Cathedral,’ said Monsieur 
dc Bourbonne calmh. ^ 

‘ We will take legal advice,’ replied Madame de Listo- 
mcrc ; ‘ and we will bnng an action if w’c ought. But 
this business is so disgraceful for Mademoiselle Gamard, 
and may prove so damaging to the Abbe Troubert, that 
we can surely cfrect a compromise.’ 

After mature deliberation, evcrv'body promised to assist 
the Abbe Birottcau in the struggle that must ensue 
between him and the allies of his enemies A con- 
fident presentiment, an irdcscribable provinaal instinct 
prompted every one to combine the names of Troubert 
and Gamard. But not a soul of those then assembled at 
Madame de Listomere’s, excepting the ‘old fox,’ had any 
accurate notion of the importance of such a conflict. 

Monsieur de Bourbonne took the poor pnest into a 
corner. 

‘ Of all the fourteen persons present,’ said he in a low- 
voice, ‘ not one will be suU on your side within a fort- 
night. If you then want to call in help, you will 
perhaps find no one but mi-seif bold enough to under- 
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take your defence, because I know the country, men, 
and things, and, better still, their interests All your 
fnends here, though full of good intentions, are starting 
on the wrong road, which you can never get out of 
Listen to my advice. If you want to live in peace, give 
up your office in Saint-Gatien and leave Tours. Tell no . 
one where you go, but seek a cure of souls far from 
hence, where Troubert can never again come across 
,you ’ 

‘Leave Tours*’ cried the Abbe, with unspeakable 
dismay. 

It was to him a form of death. Was it not tearing up 
all the roots by which he held to the world ^ Celibates 
make habits take the place of feelings And when to 
this system of ideas, by which they go through life 
rather than live, they add a weak nature, external things 
have an astonishing dominion over them. Birotteau had 
really become a sort of vegetable, to transplant it was to 
endanger its guildess functions. Just as a tree, m order 
to live, must always find the same juices at hand, and 
always send its filaments into the same soil, so Birotteau 
must always patter round Samt-Gatien, always trot up 
and down the spot on the Mall where he was wont to 
walk, always go through the same familiar streets, and 
constantly frequent the three drawing-rooms where 
evening after evening he played whist or backgammon. 

‘ To be sure — I was not thinking,’ replied Monsieur 
de Bourbonne, looking compassionately at the pnest. 

Before long all Tours knew that Madame la Baronne 
de Listomere, widow of a Lieutenant-General, had given 
a home to the Abbe Birotteau, Vicaire of Saint-Gatien. 
This fact, on which several persons threw doubts, cut 
short all questions, and gave definiteness to party 
divisions, especially when Mademoiselle Salomon was the 
first to dare speak of fraud and an action at law. 

Mademoiselle Gamard, with the subtle vanity and the 
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:anatical ccn’^c of personal importance that arc charac- 
teristic of old maids, considered herself greatly aggneved 
by the line of conduct tahen hv Madame dc Listomcrc. 
'I he baroness was a woman of Jiigh rank, elegant in her 
habits, uhosc good taste, polished manners, and genuine 
piety were beyond dispute By shcltcnng Birotteau she 
formally gave the he to all Mademoiselle Gamard’s assc- 
\crations, indirectly censured her conduct, and seemed to 
sanction the Abbess complaints of his former landlad}*. , 
For the better comprehension of this story, it is 
necessary here to explain liovs- much poucr Mademoiselle 
Gamard derived from the discernment and analytical 
spirit with which old women can account to themselves 
for the actions of others, and to set forth the resources of 
her faction Fscorted bv the always taciturn Abbe Trou- 
bert, she spent her evenings in lour or fisc houses where 
a dozen persons were wont to meet, allied by common 
tastes and analogous circumstances. There w’erc two or 
three old men, wedded to the whims and tittle-tattle of 
their cooks, fuc orsi\ old maids, who spent their days 
m sifting the words and scrutinising the proceedings of 
their neighbours and those a little below them in the 
social scale , and finally, several old women wholly 
occupied m distilling scandal, in keeping an exact 
register of everybody’s fortune, and a check on every- 
body’s actions. They foretold marriages, and blamed 
their fnends’ conduct quite as harshly as their enemies’. 
These persons, filling in the town a position analogous 
to the capillary vessels of a plant, imbibed news wnth 
the thirst of a "leaf for the dew', picked up the secrets of 
every household, discharged them and transmitted them 
mechanically to Monsieur Troubert, as leaves com- 
municate to the plant the moisture they have absorbed. 
Thus, every evening of the w’cek, these W'orthy bigots, 
prompted by the craving for excitement w'hich exists in 
every one, struck an accurate balance of the position of 
the towm w’lth a sagacity worthy of the Counal of 
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Ten, and made an armed police out of the unerring 
espionage to which our passions give rise. Then, as 
soon as they had found the secret motive of any event, 
their conceit led them to appropriate, severally, the wisdom 
of their Sanhedrim, and to give importance to their 
gossip in their respective circles. 

This idle and busybody assembly, invisible though 
omniscient, speechless but for ever talking, had at that 
J;ime an influence which was apparently harmless in view 
of Its contemptibihty, but which nevertheless could be 
terrible when it was animated by a strong motive. Now 
It was a very long time since any event had occurred 
within range of their lives to compare in general 
importance to each and all with the contest between 
Birotteau, supported by Madame de Listomere, and the 
Abbe Troubert with Mademoiselle Gamard. In fact, 
the three drawing-rooms of Madame de Listomere, 
Mademoiselle Mejlin de la Blottiere, and Mademoiselle 
de Villenoix, being regarded as a hostile camp by those 
where Mademoiselle Gamard visited, there lay behind 
this quarrel a strong party spirit with all its vanities. It 
was the struggle of the Roman Senate and people in a 
molehill, or a tempest in a glass of water, as Montes- 
quieu said in speaking of the Republic of San-Marmo, 
where public officials held their places but a day, so easy 
It was to seize despotic power. 

But this storm in a teacup evolved as many passions 
in the actors as would have sufficed to direct the largest 
social interests Is it not a mistake to suppose that time 
flies swiftly only to those whose hearts are a prey to such 
vast projects as trouble life and make it boil ■“ The 
Abbe Troubert’s hours were spent as busily, flew loaded 
with thoughts as anxious, and marked by despair and 
hopes as deep, as could the racking hours of the man of 
ambition, the gamester, or the lover. God alone knows 
the secret of the energy we put forth to win the occult 
triumphs we achieve over men, or things, or ourselves. 
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I ho’irh uc rot know ’vhithcr we a'c gome, 

we knnw full well the fatigues nf thc^opgc. Still, V 
the Iii'^firtari ttiav be allo.std to digress from the drama 
he i< narnru!':, to ;tnc for z moment the functions of 
the critic—, f Jic Pif. iinitc ton to gknccat the Incsof 
these old ma-ds and of these two pnests, to investigate 
the causes of the misfoTunc tshich Mtiaicd their inmost 
Core — toil will pcrh'’ps find it pro. cd to a demonstration 
that man must nccc^sarilv experience certain passions tS 
he IS to evolve tho'c qu.ilitics which give nobleness to life, 
which cxnanti its hmits and s-lcncc the sciftshness natural 
to ?1! bc.nrs. 

lM‘’damc dc L.stomerc returned to town, not knowing 
that for fisc or six dap past several of her friends had 
been obliged to dispute a rumour concerning herself, and 
acccp-cd hv some, though she would have hughed at it 
had she hca'd of it, which .-’ttnbuted her a.riection for her 
nephew to almost enm nal causes , 

She took the Abbe to see her lawyer, who did not 
think an action an cas)* matter. The Abbe’s friends, 
confident in the feeling that comes of the justice of a 
good case, or else d.latorv about proceedings which d-d 
not concern them personally, had postponed the pre- 
hminan inquirv t.H the day when they should return to 
Tou.-s Thus Madcmoisel'c Gamara’s alhes had been 
ab’c to make the firs: move, and had told the story in a 
w-av unfevourayc to the Abbe Birotteau. Hence the 
man of law, whose clients consisted exclusively of the 
p ous folks of the tow n, \ ery much astonished Madame dc 
Listomerc by urging her on no account to be mixed up 
in such p'occcdTngs; and he closed the tntemew by 
savin': that ‘he, zi any rate, would not undertake the 
case, "bv-causc, bv the tenns of the agreement, Made- 
moiselle Gamard was nght in the eye of the law ; that 
tn cquitv', that is to sav-, out of the junsdiedon of the 
Court, .Mons’cur Birotteau would appear in the eyes of 
[he Bench and of all honest folks to have fallen away 
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from the meek, peace-loving, and conciliatory character 
he had hitherto enjoyed , that Mademoiselle Gamard, 
regarded as a gentle person and easy to live with, had 
accommodated Birotteau by lending the money needed 
to pay the succession duties arising from Chapeloud’s 
bequest, without demanding any receipt , that Birotteau 
was not of an age, nor of a nature, to sign a document 
without knowing what it contained and recognising its 
importance , and that as he had ceased to live at Made- 
moiselle Gamard’s after only two years’ residence, whereas 
his friend Chapeloud had been with her for twelve years, 
and Troubert for fifteen, it could only be in accordance 
with some plan best known to himself That, conse- 
quently, the action would be generally considered as an 
act of ingratitude,’ etc. 

After seeing Birotteau to the head of the stairs, the 
lawyer detained Madame de Listomere a moment as he 
showed her out, a^d besought her, as she loved her peace 
of mind, to have nothing to do with the affair. 

In the evening, however, the hapless Abbe, as miser- 
able as a cnminal in the condemned cell at Bicetre while 
awaiting the result of his petition to the court of appeal, 
could not keep himself from telling his friends of the 
result of his visit to the lawyer, at the hour before the 
card-parties were made up, when the little circle were 
assembling round Madame de Listomere’s fire. 

‘ I know no lawyer in Tours, excepting the solicitor 
for the Liberal party, who would undertake the case, 
vmlesshe meant to lose it,’ exclaimed Monsieur de Bour- 
bonne, ‘and I do not advise you to embark on it.’ 

‘Well, it IS a rascally shame I ’ said the navy lieuten- 
ant. ‘ I myself will take the Abbe to see that 
lawyer I ’ 

‘ Then go after dark,’ said Monsieur de Bourbonne, 
interrupting him. 

^ Why ? ’ 

‘ I have just heard that the Abbe Troubert is appointed 
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Vicar-General in the place of him who died the day 
before yesterday/ 

‘ Much I care for the Abbe Troubert ! ’ 

Unluckily, the Baron de Listomere, a man of siv-and- 
thirty, did not see the sign made to him by Monsieur de 
Bourbonne warning him to weigh his words, and point- 
ing significantly at a town councillor who was known to 
be a friend of Troubert’s. So the officer went on — 

‘ If Monsieur Troubert is a rogue . , c 

‘Dear me,’ said Monsieur de Bourbonne, ‘why bang 
the Abbe Troubert’s name into a matter with which he 
has no concern whatei er r ’ 

‘ Nay,’ said the lieutenant, ‘ is he not in the enjoyment 
of the Abbe Birotteau’s furniture: I remember having 
called on Monsieur Chapeloud and seeing two valuable 
pictures. Suppose they are worth ten thousand francs ? 
Can you believe that Monsieur Birotteau e\ er intended 
to give, m return for two years’ board \rith this Gamard 
woman, ten thousand francs, when the librar)' and 
furniture are worth almost as much more : ’ 

The Abbe opened his eyes very wide on heanng that 
he had ever owned such an enormous fortune And the 
Baron went on vehemently to the end. 

‘ Bv Jove 1 Monsieur Salmon, an expert from the Pans 
gallery, happens to be here on a \ isit to his mother-m- 
faw. I will go to him this very evening with Monsieur 
I’ Abbe, and beg him to value the pictures. From thence 
I will take him to that lawyer.’ 

Two days after this conversation the action had taken 
shape. The solicitor to the Liberal party, now Birot- 
teau’s attorney, cast some obloquy on the Abbe’s case. 
The Opposition to the Goiernment, and some persons 
known to love neither priests nor religion — two things 
which many people fail to distinguish — took up the 
matter, and the whole town was talking of it. The 
expert from Pans had ralued the by le Valentin, 
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and the Chnt by Lebrun, at clc\cn thousand francs, 
they were both choice examples. As to the bookcase 
and the Gothic furniture, the fashionable taste, daily 
growing in Pans, for that style of work gave them an 
immediate value of twelve thousand francs. In short, 
the expert, on examination, estimated the contents of the 
rooms at ten thousand crowns 

Now, It was obvious that as Birotteau had nc\er 
intended to give Mademoiselle Gamard this immense 
sum in payment of the little money he might owe her m 
virtue of the stipulated indemnity, there ere grounds, 
legally speaking, for a new contract, othcru ise the old 
maid would be guilty of unintentional fraud So the lawyer 
pn Birotteau’s behalf began by serving a writ on 
Mademoiselle Gamard, formulating the Abbe’s case 
This statement, though exceedingly severe, and supported 
by quotations from leading judgments, and confirmed bj 
certain articles of the Code, was at the same time a 
masterpiece of Icgaf logic, and so evidently condemned the 
old maid, that thirty or forty copies were maliciously 
circulated in the town by the opposite party. 

A few days after this commencement of hostilities 
between the old maid and Birotteau, the Baron de 
Listomerc, who, as commander of a corvette, hoped to 
be included in the next list of promotions, which had 
been expected for some time at the Navy Board, recciv'cd 
a letter, in which a friend informed him that there wa^, 
on the contrary, some idea in the office of placinjr him 
on the Retired List Greatly amazed by this news, he 
at once set out for Pans, and appeared at the Minister’s 
next reception. This official himself seemed no less 
surprised, and even laughed at the fears expressed bv the 
Baron de Listomerc. 

Next day, in spite of the Minister’s words, the Baron 
inquired at the office With an indiscretion, such as i‘ 
not unfrcqucntly committed bv heads of dep-^rtments for 
ihcir friend , a secretary shov ed him .a minute confirming 
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the faitl news, ready drawn up, but which had not yet 
been submitted to the Minister, in consequence of the 
illness of a head clerk. 1 he Jiaron at once went to 
call on an uncle, «ho, being a depute, could without 
delay meet the iVIinistcr at the Chamber, and begged 
him to sound his l>ccllency as to his \ lews, since to 
him this meant the sicrifice of his whole career. He 
awaited the clo'ing of the sitting in his uncle’s carriage 
in the greatest anxiety. 

Long before the end his uncle came out, and as thev 
drove home to his house he asked the baron — 

‘ What the devil led you to make war against the 
priesthood ? 'riic Minister told me at once that you 
Iiad put yourself at the head of the Liberal party at 
'Lours. Your opinions arc detestable, you do not follow 
the line laid down by the Government, and what not * 
His phrases were as confused as if he w'crc still addressing 
the Chamber. So then I said to him, “Come, Jet us 
understand each other.” And Ins Excellency ended by 
confessing that \ou were in a scrape with the Lord 
High Almoner. In short, bv making some inquines 
among my colleagues, I learnt that }ou had spoken wuth 
much levity of a certain Abbe Troubert who, though 
but a Vicnr-Gencral, is the most important personage of 
the province, where he represents the ecclesiastical 
pow’cT, I answered for you to the Minister in person — 
My noble nephew, if }ou want to get on in the world, 
make no enemies m the Church 

‘ Now’, go back to Tours, and make your peace W'lth 
this devil of a Vicar-Gcneral. Remember that Vicars- 
General arc men w’lth w'hom you must ahvays live in 
peace. Deuce take it * When we are all trying to 
re-establish the Church, to cast discredit on the pnests is 
a blunder m a ship’s lieutenant who w’ants his promotion. 
If vou do not make it up wuth this Abbe Troubert, you 
need not look to me , I shall cast you off. The Minister 
for Church affairs spoke to me of the man just now as 



The Abbe Birotteau 


223 

certain to be a Bishop. If Troubert took an aversion 
for our family, he might hinder my name from 
appeanng in the next batch of peers. — Do you under- 
stand?’ ^ 

This speech explained to the navy lieutenant what 
Troubert’s secret occupations were, when Birotteau so 
stupidly remarked, ‘I cannot think what good he gains 
by sitting up all night I ’ ^ 

The Canon’s position, in the midst of the feminine 
senate which so craftily kept a surveillance over the 
province, as well as his personal capabilities, had led to 
his being chosen by the Church authorities from among 
all the pnests in the town to be the unacknowledged 
proconsul of Tourame. Archbishop, General, Prefer — 
high and low were under his occult dominion. 

The Baron de Listomerehad soon made up his mind. 
‘I have no notion,’ said he to his uncle, ‘of receiving 
another ecclesiastical broadside belov/ the v/ater-line.’ 

Three days afteT this diplomatic interview betv/een the 
uncle and nephew, the sailor, v/ho had suddenly returned 
to Tours by the mail-coach, explained to his aunt, the 
very evening of his arrival, all the danger that v/ould be 
incurred fay the Listomere family if they persisted in 
defending that idiot Birotteau, The Baron had czught 
Monsieur de Bourbonne at the moment v/hen the oli 
gentleman was taking up his stick and hat to leave after 
his rubber. The ‘ old fox’s ’ intelligence indtseenszbli: 
to throw a light on the reefs among which tee 
meres had been entangled ; he rose so ez: 
his hat and stick, onl^ to be stopped 
ear — 

‘Wait ; we want to tai/t.’ 

The young BaroTs prompt retu 
satisfaction, though contrasting with 
assumed now and then, had vasuelr ct 
de Bourbonne of some checks the " 
received m be cruise a^^irmt Gatm 


to seex 
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lie manifested no surprise on hearing the Baron proclaim 
the secret power possessed by the Vicar-General. 

‘ 1 knew that,’ said he. 

‘ W ell, then,’ exclaimed the Baroness, ‘ why did you 
not warn us?’ 

‘Madame,’ he hastily replied, ‘if you will forget that 
I guessed this priest’s occult influence, I will forget that 
you know it as well as I. If we should fail to keep the 
secret, we might be taken for his accomplices ; we 
should be feared and Iiatcd. Do as I do Pretend to be* 
a dupe ; but look carefully where you set your feet. I 
said quite enough , you did not understand me. I could 
not compromise myself.’ 

‘ What must we do now ? ’ said the Baron. 

The desertion of Biiotteau was not a matter of 
question , it was the primary condition, and so under- 
stood by this council of three. 

‘ To effect a retreat with all the honours of war has 
always been the greatest achievementSjf the most skilful 
generals,’ said Monsieur de Bourbonne. ‘Yield to 
Froubert , if his hatred is less than his vanity, you will 
gain an ally , but if you yield too much, he will trample 
on your body, for, as Boileau says, “ Destruction is by 
choice the spirit of the Church.’’ Make as though you 
were quitting the service, and you will escape him. 
Monsieur le Baron. Dismiss Birotteau, Madame, and 
you will gam Gamard her lawsuit. When you meet the 
Abbe Troubert at the Archbishop’s, ask him if he plays 
whist ; he will answer Tes. Invite him to play a rubber in 
this drawing-room, where he longs to be admitted , he will 
certainly come. You are a woman , try to enlist this 
priest in your interest. When the Baron is a ship’s 
Captain, his uncle a Peer of France, and Troubert a 
Bishop, you can make Birotteau a Canon at your leisure. 
Till then yield ; but yield gracefully, and with a threat. 
Your family can give Troubert quite as much assistance 
as he can give you j you will meet half-way to admira- 
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tion. And take soundings constantly as you go, 
sailor I ’ 

‘ Poor Birotteau ' ’ said the Baronne 

‘Oh* begin at once,’ said the old man as he took 
leave ‘If some clever Liberal should get hold of that 
vacuous brain, he would get you into trouble After all, 
the law would pronounce m his favour, and Troubert 
must be afraid of the verdict As yet he may forgive 
you for having begun the action, but after a defeat he 
would be implacable — I have spoken.’ 

He snapped his snufF-box lid, went to put on his thick 
shoes, and departed. 

The next morning, after breakfast, the Baroness 
remained alone with Birotteau, and said to him, not 
wiihdut visible embarrassment — 

‘My dear Monsieur Birotteau, I am going to make a 
request that you will think very unjust and inconsistent , 
but both for you^ sake and for ours you must, in the 
first place, put an end to your action against Made- 
moiselle (^mard by renouncing your claims, and also 
quit my house.’ 

As he heard these words the poor priest turned pale. 

‘I am the innocent cause of your misfortunes,’ she 
went on , ‘ and I know that but for my nephew you 
would never have begun the proceedings which now are 
working woe for you and for us Listen to me.’ 

And she briefly set forth the immense scope of this 
affair, explaining the seriousness of its consequences 
Her meditations during the night had enabled her to 
form an idea of what the Abbe Troubert’s former life 
had been Thus she could unerringly point out to 
Birotteau the web in which he had been involved by this 
skilfully-plotted vengeance, could show him the superior 
cleverness and power of the enemy, revealing his hatred 
and explainmg its causes , she pictured him as crouching 
for twelve years to Chapeloud, and now devouring and 
persecuting Chapeloud in the person of his friend 

p 



2^6 The Abbe Birotteau 

The guileless Birotteau clasped his hands as if to pray, 
and wept with gnef at this vision of human wickedness 
which his innocent soul had never conceived of. Terrified, 
as though he were standing on the verge of an ab}'ss, 
he listened to his benefectress with moist and stanng 
eyes, but vsdthout expressing a single idea. She said in 
conclusion — 

‘ I know how vile it is to desert you , but, my dear 
Abbe, family duties must supersede those of friendship 
Bend before this storm, as I must,and I will prove my grati- 
tude. I say nothmg of your personal concerns j I under- 
take them ; you shall be released from money difficulties 
for the rest of your life. By the intervention of Monsieur 
de Bourbonnc, who will know how to save appearances, I 
will see that you lack nothing. My friend, give me the 
right to throw you over. I shall remain your friend while 
conforming to the requirements of the world — Decide ’ 
The hapless Abbe, quite bcwildereck exclaimed — 

‘Ah • then Chapeloud was nght when he said that if 
Troubert could drag him out of his grave by the heels, 
he would do it I — He sleeps in Chapeloud’s bed * ’ 

‘ It is no time for lamentations,’ said Madame dc 

Listomere. ‘ We have no time to spare. Come ’ 

Birotteau was too kind-hearted not to submit in any 
great crisis to the impulsive self-sacnfice of the first 
moment. But, in any case, his life already was but one 
long martyrdom. 

He answered with a heartbroken look at his protec- 
tress, which wrung her soul — 

‘ I am in your hands I am no more than a straw in 
the street I ’ 

The local word he used, bourrier^ is peculiar to 
Tourainc, and its only literal rendering is a straw. But 
there are pretty little straws, yellow, shiny, and smart, 
the delight of children, while a bourrur is a dirty, 
colourless, miry straw, left m the gutter, driven by the 
wind, crushed by the foot of every passer-by. 
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‘But, Madame,* he went on, ‘I should not wish to 
leave the portrait of Chapeloud for the Abbe Troubert. 
It was done for me, and belongs to me , get that back 
for me, and I will give up everything else.’ 

‘Well,’ said Madame de Listomere, ‘I wiU go to 
Mademoiselle 'Gamard.* She spoke in a tone which 
showed what an extraordinary effort the Baronne de 
Listomere was making in stooping to flatter the old 
maid’s conceit. ‘And I will try to settle everything,’ 
’she went on. ‘ I hardly dare hope it. — Go and see 
Monsieur de Bourbonne. Get him to draw up your act 
of renunciation in due form, and bring it to me signed 
and witnessed. With the help of the Archbishop, I 
may perhaps get the thing settled.’ 

Birotteau went away overpowered, Troubert had 
assumed in his eyes the proportions of an Egyptian 
pyramid. The man’s hands were m Pans, and his 
elbows in the Close of Saint-Gatien. 

‘ He,’ said he® to himself, ‘ to hinder Monsieur le 
Marquis de Listomere being made a peer of France f — 
And then, “With the help of the Archbishop, perhaps 
get the thing settled ” I ’ 

In comparison with such high interests, Birotteau felt 
himself a grasshopper j he was honest to himself. 

The news of Birotteau’s removal was all the more 
astounding because the reason was undiscoverable. 
Madame de Listomere gave out that as her nephew 
wished to marry and retire from the service, she needed 
the Abbe’s room to add to her own. No one as yet 
had heard that Birotteau had withdrawn the action. 
Monsieur de Bourbonne’s instructions were thus judi- 
ciously carried out. 

These two pieces of news, when they should reach 
the ears of the Vicar-General, must certainly flatter his 
vanity, by showmg him that, though the Listomere 
family would not capitulate, it would at least remain 
neutral, tacitly recognising the secret power of the 
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Church Council j and was not recognition submission^ 
Stillj the action remained sub judtce. Was not this to 
yield and to threaten ? 

Thus the Listomeres had assumed an attitude precisely 
similar to that of the Abbe Troubert in this contest, 
they stood aside, and could direct their forces. 

But a serious event now occurred, and added to their 
difficulties, hindenng the success of the means by which 
Monsieur de Bourbonne and the Listomeres hoped to* 
mollify the Gamard and Troubert faction. On the 
previous day Mademoiselle Gamard had taken a chill on 
coming out of the Cathedral, had gone to bed, and was 
reported to be seriously ill. The whole town rang 
with lamentations, excited by spurious commiseration. 
‘Mademoiselle Gamard’s highly-strung sensibilities had 
succumbed to the scandal of this lawsuit. Though she 
was imdoubtedly in the nght, she was dying of grief. 
Birotteau had killed his benefactress.® This was the 
sum and substance of the phrases fired off through the 
capiUary ducts of the great feminine synod, and readily 
repeated by the town of Tours 

Madame de Listomere suffered the humiliation of 
calhng on the old woman without gaming anything 
by her visit She very politely requested to be allowed 
to speak to the Vicar-General. Flattered, perhaps, at 
receiving a woman who had slighted him, in Chapeloud’s 
library, by the fireplace over which the two famous 
pictures m dispute were hanging, Troubert kept the 
Baroness waiting a minute, then he consented to see 
her. 

No courtier, no diplomate, ever threw into the discus- 
sion of private interests or national negotiations greater 
skill, dissimulation, and depth of purpose than the 
Baroness and the Abbe displayed when they found them- 
selves face to face 

Old Bourbonne, like the sponsor, in the Middle Ages, 
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who armed the champion, and fortified his courage by 
good counsel as he entered the lists, had instructed the 
Baroness — 

‘ Do not forget your part , you are a peacemaker, and 
not an interested party. Troubert likewise is a mediator 
Weigh your words. Study the tones of the Vicar- 
General’s voice. — If he strokes his chin, you have won 
him ’ 

, Some caricaturists have amused themselves by repre- 
senting the contrast that so frequently exists between 
what we say and what we think. In this place, to 
represent fully the interesting points of the duel of 
words that took place between the priest and the fine 
lady. It is necessary to disclose the thoughts they each 
kept concealed under apparently trivial speech. 

Madame de Listomere began by expressing the regret 
she felt about this lawsuit of Birotteau’s, and she went 
on to speak of hgr desire of seeing the affair settled to 
the satisfaction of both parties. 

‘The mischief is done, Madame,’ said the Abbe 
‘The admirable Mademoiselle Gamard is dying.’ (‘i 
care no more for that stupid creature than for Prester fohn^ 
thought he, ^but / should like to lay her death at your 
door^ and burthen your conscience^ if you are silly enough to 
care ’) 

‘On heanng of her illness,’ said the Baroness, ‘I 
desired the Abbe to sign a withdrawal, which I have 
brought to that saintly person.’ (‘ / see through you^ 
thought she, ^ you old rascal, but we are no longer at the 
mercy of your vagaries. As for you, if you accept the deed, 
you will have put your foot in it , it will be a confession of 
complicity ’) 

There was a brief silence. 

‘Mademoiselle Gamard’s temporal affairs are no concern 
of mine,’ said the pnest at length, closing the deep 
lids over his eagle eyes to conceal his excitement. 
(‘ Ah, ha, you will not catch me tripping f But God be 
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prats Sissf cursed Imcyrs will r.sS fight cut a case that 
might /''Spatter me > Jiut what ct: earth can the Lsstsm'eres 
svartt^ that they ate so h'lmhlcF') 

‘Alorisicur,’ replied the Jhnronnc, ‘the concerns of 
A'lonsicur I’Abbc Birottcau interest me no more than 
those of Mndcmoistllc Gamard do you. But, unluckily, 
religion might suHcr from their quarrels, and in you J see 
but a mcdi.itor, while J myself come forward as a peace- 
maker . . ['■ire can neitler cj us thrciu dust tn the, 
ether's eys^ AJersieur Trcuhert^ thought she. '■ D: you 
appreciate the epigram tn that reply ? ’) 

‘Religion* Mad.imc,’said thcVicar-Gcncral ‘Religion 
stands too high for man to touch it.’ [^^ Reltgicn means tne^ 
thought he.) ‘God will judge us unernngly, Madame,’ 
he added, ‘and I rc'cogmsc no other tribunal.’ 

‘Well, then. Monsieur,’ replied she, ‘let us tr}' to 
make man’s judgments agree w ith God’s.’ (‘ }es, Religion 
means );v ’) 

The Abbe Troubert changed his tone. 

‘ Has not Monsieur your nephew just been to Paris ? ’ 
(‘ 7'cu heard cj me there^ I fancy P thought he ; ‘ I can crush 
you — you who seemed me ^ I'a have ceme to surrerderd) 

‘Yes, Monsieur, thank }ou for taking so much 
interest in him. He is returning to Pans to-night, 
ordered there by the Minister, who is kindness itself to 
us, and docs not wish him to retire from the sen ice.’ 
(‘Vu, Jesuit^ you will not crush us,' thought she, ‘lur 
understand yc’tr little game.') A pause. ‘I ha\e not 
approved of his conduct in this affair,’ she went on, ‘but 
a sailor may be forgttcn for not understanding the law'.’ 

(‘ Come, let us be allies,' thought she ; ‘tur shall gain nothing 
by squabbling.') 

A faint smile dawmed, and w'as lost, in the furrows of 
the Abbe’s face 

‘ He has done us some service by informing us of the 
value of those two pictures,’ said he, looking at them ; 

‘ they w’ill be a worthy ornament to the Lady Chapel.’ 
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(‘ You fired an epigram at me^ Madame^ thought he , 

* there are two for you., and we are qmts.^) 

‘ If you present them to Saint-Gatien, I would beg 
you to allow me to offer to the Church two frames 
worthy of the place and of the gift.’ (‘ I should like to 
make you confess that you coveted BirotteaiPs property,' 
thought she.) 

‘They do not belong to me,’ said the priest, well on 
his guard. 

* ‘ Well, here is the deed that puts an end to all dispute,’ 
said Madame de Listomere, ‘and restores them to 
Mademoiselle Gamard.’ She laid the document on the 
table. (‘ You see. Monsieur, how much I trust you,' 
thought she.) ‘It is worthy of you, Monsieur, worthy 
of your fine character, to reconcile two Christians, 
though I have ceased to take much interest m Monsieur 
Birotteau.’ 

‘ But he IS your pensioner,’ said he, interrupting her 

‘ No, Monsieifr, he is no longer under my roof’ [^My 
brother-in-law's peerage and my nephew's promotion are 
leading me into very mean actions^ thought she.) 

The Abbe remained unmoved, but his calm aspect 
was a symptom of violent agitation. Only Monsieur de 
Bourbonne had divined the secret of that superficial 
calm. The priest was triumphant. 

‘ Why, then, did you take charge of his act of renuncia- 
tion ? ’ he asked, moved by a feeling similar to that 
which makes a woman fish for compliments. 

‘ I could not help feeling some pity for him. Birotteau, 
whose feeble character must be well known to you, 
entreated me to see Mademoiselle Gamard in order to 

obtain from her, as the price of the surrender of ,’ the 

Abbe frowned — ‘ of his rights, as recognised by many 
distinguished lawyers, the portrait — ’ the priest looked 
hard at Madame de Listomere — ‘ of Chapeloud,’ she 
said. ‘I leave it to you to judge of his claim to it . . 

(‘ You would lose tf you fought the case^ thought she ) 
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I hr tone ifi uhitJi the Ihroncyi uttcfti] the words 
‘ dktinf'Utshid i'Wycr*/ 'hov'cd the priest that she hnev- 
the rnemy's -.trenp,!!! and wcak/ics-. Madame de 
Lisiomcrc dKjihud •^o imirh shill to this experienced 
cofinoi'.-cur, thit .it the end of this conversation, which 
w.as earned on for some tune in the same key, he went 
down to see ivl.idcmoiscile G.atmrd to bring her answer 
IS to the proposed bargain. 

'fVoiibcrt soon returned. 

‘ .Madame,’ said lie, ‘ I c.an hut rcpc.at the poor dying* 
woman’s words, “iMonsitur I’Ahbc Chapcloud showed 
me too much kindntssj” said she, “ for me to part from 
his porir.ait” — As for nu self, if it were mine, I would 
not give It up to .any one. I sv.as too faithfully attached 
to my poor dead friend not to feed that I have a nght to 
claim his likeness against anybody in the world.’ 

‘Well, Monsieur, do not let us fall out over a bad 
picture.’ (‘7 tt n? rren than </(?,’ thought 

she.) ‘ Keep it , we will have it copied. I am proud to 
base brought this sad and deplorable lawsuit to an end, 
and I liave personally gamed the pleasure of making your 
acquaintance. — I have heard that you arc a fine w’hist 
player. You wnll forgive a woman for being cunous,’ 
she added wnth a smile. ‘If you wnll come and play 
occasionally at my house, y'ou cannot doubt that y’ou will 
be heartily w'cleomed.’ 

The Abbe Troubert stroked his chin. (‘ He ts caught ; 
Bourbsnnc was right^ thought she, ‘/;<r has his share of 
vanity 3) 

In fact, the Vicar-Gcncral was at this moment 
enjoying the delicious sensation which Mirabeau found 
irresistible when, in the day of his pow'cr, he saw the 
gates of some mansion which had formerly been closed 
against him, opened to admit his carnage. 

‘ Madame,’ replied he, ‘ my occupations are too 
important to allow of my going into^ society ; but for 
you what would not a man do ?’ (‘ It is all over with the 
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old gtrl, I will make up to the Ltstomeres, and do them a 
good turn if they do me one^ thought he. ^ It is bettet to 
have them for friends than for enemies') 

Madame de Listomere went home, hoping that the 
Archbishop would complete a pacification so happily 
begun. But Birotteau was to gain nothing even by 
his renunciation. Madame de Listomere heard next day 
that Mademoiselle Gamard was dead. The old maid’s 
will being opened, no one was surprised to learn that she 
®had constituted the Abbe Trouberther universal legatee. 
Her property was estimated at a hundred thousand 
crowns The Vicar-General sent two invitations to the 
service and bunal to Madame de Listomere’s house — one 
for herself, and the other for her nephew. 

‘We must go,’ said she 

‘That IS just what it means * ’ exclaimed Monsieur 
de Bourbonne ‘It is a test by which Monseigneur 
Troubert meant to try you. Baron, you must go all 
the way to the ‘^rave,’ he added to the navy lieutenant, 
who, for his sms, had not yet left Tours. 

The service was held, and was marked by ecclesiastical 
magnificence One person only shed tears. That was 
Birotteau, who, alone in a side chapel where he was not 
seen, believed himself guilty of this death, and prayed 
fervently for the soul of the departed, bitterly bewailing 
himself because he had not obtained her forgiveness for 
having wronged her. 

The Abbe Troubert followed his friend’s body to the 
grave in which she was to be laid Standing on its brink, 
he delivered an address, and, thanks to his eloquence, gave 
monumental dignity to his picture of the narrow life led 
by the testatrix. The bystanders noted these words in 
the peroration — 

‘ This hfe, full of days devoted to God and to 
Religion — this life, adorned by so many beautiful actions 
performed in silence, so many modest and unrecognised 
virtues, was blighted by a sorrow which we would call 
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uiitJicfit^d »f, h'-fr, on tlir Krfpr: of ctcrfiit’,, we could 
I'lfj'rt ttut all oiir -ffilJf jfMjr art u; \iy (Jyd. This 
JhiIv wninan’'* maris rnefu!', knov.nuy hnw nolilcssas her 
^'inlrlr ' forc'^v'.* dial she could endure nnyching 
r\(rp{|i){' onh 'uch dctf.tftion as svould afreet her whole 
cxistener And »o perlnp* Vuoit^cncc has taken her to 
rest in {|>d only to rescue her from our petty grief: 
JIapp) arc thes tsho here on earth ran Ittc at peace ss*ith 
thcinscKc', as Sopluc now repns'-s m the realms of the 
Mest, in her roh-“ of ('nnaccfte'" ^ ’ 

*And sshcii he hul ended this granddnquent dis- 
course,* s,i(d Monsieur dc liourhonnc, who reported all 
the details <if the funeral to ^Jad^lnc dc Listomcrc that 
cscnnig sshen, the ruldier^ ended and the doors closed, 
the) were left alone with the Baron, ‘ imagine, if )Ou 
can, that Louis xt. in a priest’s gown giving the holy- 
water sprinkler a final flourish in this style’ — and 
Monsieur dc Hourhonne took up the tongs and imitated 
rhe Abbe 'rroiibcrt’s movement so *\actly that the 
Baron and Ins aunt could not help smiling. *ln this 
alone,’ .added the old man, ‘did he betray himself. Till 
then his reserve had been perfect , but now', when he had 
packed aw.ay for ever the old maid he so uttcrlv despised 
and hated, almost as much perhaps as he had detested 
Chapcloud, he, no doubt, found it impossible to hinder 
his satisfaction from betraying itself in a gesture.’ 

Next morning Mademoiselle Salomon came to break- 
fast with Madame de Listomtre, and as soon as she came 
m she said quite sadly — 

‘ Our poor Abbe Birottcau has just been dealt a 
dreadful blow which reveals the most elaborately studied 
hatred. He is made Cure of Samt-Symphonen.’ 

Saint-Symphoricn is a suburb of Tours lying beyond 
the bridge. This bridge, one of the finest works of 
French architecture, is 'nearly two thousand feet long, 
and the open squares at each end arc exactly alike. 
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‘ Do you understand ? ’ she added after a pause, 
amazed at the coolness with which Madame de Listomere 
heard this news. ‘The Abbe Birotteau will there be a 
hundred leagues from Tours, from his friends, from 
everything. Is it not exile, and all the -more terrible 
because he will be torn from the town that his eyes will 
beliold every day, while he can hardly ever come to it ? 
He who, since his troubles, has hardly been able to walk, 
will be obliged to come a league to see us. At the 
** present moment the poor man is in bed with a feverish 
attack. The priest’s residence at Saint-Symphonen is 
cold and damp, and the parish is too poor to restore it. 
The poor old man will be buried alive in a real tomb 
What a villainous plot • ’ 

It will now, perhaps, suffice in conclusion of this story 
to report briefly a few subsequent events, and to sketch 
a last picture ^ 

Five months later the Vicar-General was a Bishop, 
iMadame dc Listomere was dead, leaving fifteen hundred 
francs a year to the Abbe Birotteau. On the day when 
the Baroness’s will was read. Monseigneur Hyacinthe, 
Bishop of Troyes, was about to leave Tours and take up 
his residence in his diocese , but he postponed his 
departure. Furious at having been deceived by a 
woman to whom he had offered a hand, while she 
w'as secretly holding out hers to the man whom he 
chose to regard as an enemy, Troubert again threatened 
to^ mar^ the Baron’s career and hinder the Marquis de 
Listomere from receiving his peerage. In full council, 
at the Archbishop’s palace, he uttered one of those 
priestly speeches, big with revenge, though smooth 
w'lth honeyed mildness. 

The ambitious lieutenant came to see this ruthless 
prdat^ who dictated hard terms no doubt, for the 
Baron s conduct show'cd absolute subservience to the 
terrible Jesuit’s wnll 
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The new Bishopj by a deed of gift, bestowed 
Mademoiselle Gamard’s house on the Cathedral Chapter ; 
he ^ve Chapeloud’s bookcase and books to the little 
Seminary , he dedicated the two disputed pictures to the 
Lady Chapel ; but he kept the portrait of Chapeloud. 
No one could understand this almost complete surrender 
of all Mademoiselle Gamard’s property. Monsieur de 
Bourbonne imagined that he secretly kept all the actual 
money to enable him to maintain his rank in Pans, if^ 
he should be called to sit on the Bench of Bishops in the 
Upper Chamber. 

At last, on the very day before Monseigneur Troubert 
left Tours, the ‘old fox’ detected the last plot which 
these gifts had covered, a coup de grace dealt by the most 
relentless vengeance to the most helpless of victims. 
The Baron de Listomere disputed Madame de Listo- 
mere’s bequest to Birotteau on the ground of undue 
influence f Within a few days of the^first steps being 
taken in this action, the Baron was appointed to a ship 
with the rank of captain , the Cure of Saint-Symphorien 
was, by an act of discipline, placed under an interdict. 
His ecclesiastical superiors condemned him by anticipa- 
tion ; so the assassin of the late Sophie Gramard was a 
rogue as well • Now, if Monseigneur Troubert had kept 
the old maid’s property, he could hardly have secured 
Birotteau’s disgrace. 

At the moment when Monseigneur Hyacinthe, Bishop 
of Troyes, was passing in a post-chaise, along the quay 
of Saint-Symphorien, on his way to Pans, poor Birotteau 
had just been brought out in an armchair to sit in the 
sun on a terrace. The unhappy priest, stneken by his 
archbishop, was pale and haggard. Grief, stamped on 
every feature, had completely altered the face, which of 
old had been so blandly cheerful. Ill health had cast a 
dimness that simulated thought over his eyes, which 
had been bright once with the pleasures of good living, 
and devoid of any weight of ideas This was but the 
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skeleton of that Birotteau who, only a year ago, vacuous 
but happy, had waddled across the Close. The Bishop 
shot a glance of contempt and pity at his victim ; then 
he vouchsafed to forget him, and passed on. 

In other times Troubert would certainly have been a 
Hildebrand or an Alexander vi. Nowadays the Church 
IS no longer a political force, and does not absorb all the 
powers of isolated men. Hence celibacy has this crying 
evil, that by concentrating the powers of a man on one 
single passion, namely, egoism, it makes the unwedded 
soul mischievous or useless. 

We live in a time when the fault of most govern- 
ments IS that they make man for society rather than 
society for man. A perpetual struggle is going on 
between the individual and the system that tries to turn 
him to account, while he tnes to turn it to account for 
his own advantage, formerly, man having really more 
liberty, showed greater generosity for the public weal. 
The circle in wmch men move has insensibly widened , 
the soul that can apprehend it synthetically will never 
be anything but a grand exception, since, constantly, in 
moral as in physical force, what is gained in extent is 
lost in intensity. Society cannot be based on exceptions 

Originally, man was simply and solely a father , his 
heart beat warmly, concentrated within the radius of the 
family. Later on he lived for the Clan or for a small 
Republic , hence the grand historical heroism of Greece 
and Rome. Next, he became the member of a caste, or 
of a religion, and often was truly sublime in his devotion 
to Its greatness , but then the field of his interests was 
increased by the addition of every intellectual realm In 
these days his life is bound up with that of a vast father- 
land , ere long his family will be the whole human race. 

Will not this moral cosmopolitz iism, the thing the 
Roman Church hopes for, be a sublime mistake ? It is so 
natural to believe in that noble chimera — the brotherhood 
of men. But, alas • the human machine has not such 
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godlike proportions. The souls that are vast enough to 
wed a sentiment that is the prerogative of a great man 
will never be those of plain citizens, of fathers of families. 

Certain physiologists opine that if the brain expands, 
the heart must necessanly shrink. That is a mistake. 
Is not what looks like egoism in the men who bear m 
their breast a science, a nation, or its laws, the noblest 
of passions ? Is it not, m a way, a motherhood of the 
people ? To bring forth new races or new ideas, must 
they not combine m their powerful brain the breast of 
the mother with the force of God ? The histor}' of an 
Innocent iii., of a Peter the Great, of all who have 
guided an epoch or a nation, would at need prove to 
be, in the highest order of minds, the immense idea 
represented by Troubert in the depths of the Close of 
Samt-Gaticn 

SAtsr-Titmv, 1831 
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